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THE PIT AND THE PENDULUM 


[Published in The Gift, 1843.] 


Impia tertorum longos hic turba furores 
Sanguinis innocui, non satiata, aluit. 

Sospite nune patria, fracto nune funeris antro, 

Mors ubi dira fuit vita salusque patent. 


fQuatrain composed for the gates of a market to be erected 
upon the site of the Jacobin Club House at Paris.] 


_ 1 was sick—sick unto death with that long 
_ agony; and when they at length unbound me, 
and I was permitted to sit, I felt that my senses 
were leaving me. The sentence—the dread sen- 
_ tence of death—was the last of distinct accentu- 
_ ation which reached my ears. After that, the 
_ sound of the inquisitorial voices seemed merged 
in one dreamy indeterminate hum. It conveyed 
_ to my soul the idea of revolution—perhaps from 
its association in fancy with the burr of a mill- 
_ wheel. This only for a brief period, for pres- 
Vastly I heard no more. Yet, for a while, I saw 
hs Srrt with how terrible an exaggeration ! I saw 
_ the lips of the black-robed judges. They ap- 
_ peared to me white—whiter than the sheet upon 
which I trace these words—and thin even to 
_ grotesqueness; thin with the intensity of their 
0 
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expression of firmness—of immovable resolution 
—of stern contempt of human torture. I saw 
that the decrees of what to me was Fate were 
still issuing from those lips. I saw them writhe 
with a deadly locution. I saw them fashion the 
syllables of my name; and I shuddered because 
no sound succeeded. I saw, too, for a few mo- 
ments of delirious horror, the soft and nearly 
imperceptible waving of the sable draperies 
which enwrapped the walls of the apartment. 
And then my vision fell upon the seven tall 
candles upon the table. At first they wore the 
aspect of charity, and seemed white slender 
angels who would save me; but then, all at once, 
there came a most deadly nausea over my spirit, 
and I felt every fibre in my frame thrill as if I 
had touched the wire of a galvanic battery, while 
the angel forms became meaningless spectres, 
with heads of flame, and I saw that from them 
there would be no help. And then there stole 
into my fancy, like a rich musical note, the 


thought of what sweet rest there must be in the © 


grave. The thought came gently and stealthily, 
and it seemed long before it attained full appre- 
ciation; but just as my spirit came at length 
properly to feel and entertain it, the figures of 
the judges vanished, as if magically, from before 
me; the tall candles sank into nothingness; their 
flames went out utterly; the blackness of dark- 
mess supervened; all sensations appeared swal- 


lowed up in a mad rushing descent as of the soul 


into Hades. Then silence, and stillness, and 
night were the universe. 


~ 
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- I had swooned; but still will not say that all 
of consciousness was lost. What of it there re- 
mained I will not attempt to define, or even to 
deseribe; yet all was not lost. In the deepest 
slumber—no! In delirium—no! In a swoon— 
no! In death—no! even in the grave all is not 
lost. Hise there is no immortality for man. 
Arousing from the most profound of slumbers, 
we break the gossamer web of some dream. Yet 
in a second afterward, (so frail may that web 
have been) we remember not that we have 
dreamed. In the return to life from the swoon 
there are two stages: first, that of the sense of 
mental or spiritual; secondly, that of the sense 
of physical, existence. It seems probable that 
if, upon reaching the second stage, we could re- 
eall the impressions of the first, we should find 
these impressions eloquent in memories of the 
- gulf beyond. And that gulf is—what? How at 
least shall we distinguish its shadows from those 
of the tomb? But if the impressions of what I 
have termed the first stage are not, at will, re- 
called, yet, after long interval, do they not come 
- unbidden, while we marvel whence they come? 
_ He who has never swooned, is not he who finds 
strange palaces and wildly familiar faces in coals 
_ that glow; is not he who beholds floating in mid- 
é air the sad visions that the many may not view; 
- isnot he who ponders over the perfume of some 
novel flower; is not he whose brain grows bewil- 
dered with the meaning of some musical cadence 
which has never before arrested his attention. 
Amid frequent and thoughtful endeavors to 
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remember, amid earnest struggles to regather 
some token of the state of seeming nothingness 
into which my soul had lapsed, there have been 
moments when I have dreamed of success; there 
have been brief, very brief periods when I have 
conjured up remembrances which the lucid rea- 
son of a later epoch assures me could have had 
reference only to that condition of seeming un- 
consciousness. These shadows of memory tell, - 
indistinetly, of tall figures that lifted and bore 
me in silence down—down—still down—till a 
hideous dizziness oppressed me at the mere idea 
of the interminableness of the descent. They 
tell also of a vague horror at my heart, on ac- 
eount of that heart’s unnatural stillness, Then 
comes a sense of sudden motionlessness through- 
out all things; as if those who bore me (a ghastly 
train!) had outrun, in their descent, the limits 
of the limitless, and paused from the wearisome- 
ness of their toil. After this I call to mind flat- 
ness and dampness; and then all is madness— 
the madness of a memory which busies itself 
among forbidden things. 
Very suddenly there came back to my soul mo- 
tion and sound—the tumultuous motion of the 
heart, and, in my ears, the sound of its beating. 
Then a pause in which all is blank. Then again 
sound, and motion, and touch—a tingling sensa- 
tion pervading my frame. Then the mere con- 
sciousness of existence, without thought—a con- 
dition which lasted long. Then, very suddenly, 
thought, and shuddering terror, and earnest en- 
deavor to comprehend my true state. Then a 
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strong desire to lapse into insensibility. Then a 
rushing revival of soul and a successful effort to 
move. And now a full memory of the trial, of 
the judges, of the sable draperies, of the sentence, 
of the sickness, of the swoon. Then entire for- 
getfulness of all that followed; of all that a later 
day and much earnestness of endeavor have en- 
abled me vaguely to recall. 

So far, I had not opened my eyes. I felt that 
IT lay upon my back, unbound. I reached out my 
hand, and it fell heavily upon something damp 
and hard. There I suffered it to remain for 
many minutes, while I strove to imagine where 
and what I could be. I longed, dared not, to 
employ my vision. I dreaded the first glance at 
objects around me. It was not that I feared to 
look upon things horrible, but that I grew aghast 
lest there should be nothing to see. At length, 
with a wild desperation at heart, I quickly un- 
closed my eyes. My worst thoughts, then, were 
confirmed. The blackness of eternal night en- 
compassed me. I struggled for breath. The in- 
tensity of the darkness seemed to oppress and 
stifle me. The atmosphere was intolerably close. 
I still lay quietly, and made effort to exercise my 
reason. I brought to mind the inquisitorial pro- 
ceedings, and attempted from that point to de- 
duce my real condition. The sentence had 
passed; and it appeared to me that a very long 
interval of time had since elapsed. Yet not for 
a moment did I suppose myself actually dead. 
Such a supposition, notwithstanding what we 
read in fiction, is altogether inconsistent with 
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real existence ;—but where and in what state was 
I? The condemned to death, I knew, perished 
usually at the autos-da-fé, and one of these had 
been held on the very night of the day of my 
trial. Had I been remanded to my dungeon, to | 
await the next sacrifice, which would not take 
place for many months? This I at once saw 
could not be. Victims had been in immediate 
demand. Moreover, my dungeon, as well as all 
the condemned cells at Toledo, had stone floors, . 
and light was not altogether excluded. 

A fearful idea now suddenly drove the blood in 
torrents upon my heart, and for a brief period I 
once more relapsed into insensibility. Upon re- 
covering, I at once started to my feet, trembling 
convulsively in every fibre. I thrust my arms 
wildly above and around me in all directions. I 
felt nothing; yet dreaded to move a step, lest I 

should be impeded by the walls of a tomb. Per- 
 spiration burst from every pore, and stood in 
cold big beads upon my forehead. The agony of 
suspense grew at length intolerable, and I cau- — 
tiously moved forward, with my arms extended, 
and my eyes straining from their sockets in the 
hope of catching some faint ray of light. I pro- 
ceeded for many paces; but still all was black- 
ness and vacaney. I breathed more freely. It 
seemed evident that mine was not, at least, the 
most hideous of fates. 

And now, as I still continued to step cau- 
tiously onward, there came thronging upon my 
recollection a thousand vague rumors of the 
horrors of Toledo. Of the dungeons there had 


_. THE PIT AND THE PENDULUM 11 


been strange things narrated—fables I had al- 
ways deemed them,—but yet strange, and too 
ghastly to repeat, save in a whisper. Was I left 
_ to perish of starvation in the subterranean world 
of darkness; or what fate, perhaps even more 
fearful, awaited me? That the result would be 
_ death, and a death of more than customary bit- 
terness, I knew too well the character of my 
judges to doubt. The mode and the hour were 
all that occupied or distracted me. 

My outstretched hands at length encountered 
some solid obstruction. It was a wall, seemingly 
of stone masonry—very smooth, slimy, and cold. 


' J followed it up; stepping with all the careful 


distrust with which certain antique narratives 
had inspired me. This process, however, af- 
forded me no means of ascertaining the dimen- 
sions of my dungeon, as I might make its circuit 
and return to the point whence I set out without 
being aware of the fact, so perfectly uniform 
seemed the wall. I therefore sought the knife 
which had been in my pocket when led into the 
inquisitorial chamber; but it was gone; my 
_ clothes had been exchanged for a wrapper of 
_ Goarse serge. I had thought of forcing the blade 


* im some minute crevice of the masonry, so as to 


e identify my point of departure. The difficulty, 


_ nevertheless, was but trivial; although, in the 


_ disorder of my fancy, it seemed at first insuper- 
_ able. I tore a part of the hem from the robe and 
_ placed the fragment at full length, and at right 
angles to the wall. In groping my way around 
the prison, I could not fail to encounter this rag 
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upon completing the circuit: So, at least, I 
thought; but I had not counted upon the extent 
of the dungeon, or upon my own weakness. The 
ground was moist and slippery. I staggered on- 
ward for some time, when I stumbled and fell. 
My excessive fatigue induced me to remain pros- 
trate; and sleep soon overtook me as I lay. 

Upon awaking, and stretching forth an arm, 
I found beside me a loaf and a pitcher with 
water. Iwas too much exhausted to reflect upon 
this cireumstanee, but ate and drank with avidity. 
Shortly afterward, I resumed my tour around 
the prison, and with much toil, came at last upon 
the fragment of the serge. Up to the period 
when I fell, I had counted fifty-two paces, and, 
upon resuming my walk, I had counted forty- 
eight more—when I arrived at the rag. There 
were in all, then, a hundred paces; and, admit- 
ting two paces to the yard, I presumed the dun- 
geon to be fifty yards in circuit. I had met, 
however, with many angles in the wall, and thus 
I could form no guess at the shape of the vault, 
for vault I could not help supposing it to be. 

T had little object—certainly no hope—in these 
researches; but a vague curiosity prompted me 
to continue them. Quitting the wall, I resolved 
to cross the area of the enclosure. At first, I 
proceeded with extreme caution, for the floor, 
although seemingly of solid material, was treach- 
erous with slime. At length, however, I took 
courage, and did not hesitate to step firmly— 
endeavoring to cross in as direct a line as pos- 
sible. I had advanced some ten or twelve paces 
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in this manner, when the remnant of the torn 
hem of my robe became entangled between my 
Aon I stepped on it, and fell violently on my 
ace. 
In the confusion attending my fall, I did not 
immediately apprehend a somewhat startling 
circumstance, which yet, in a few seconds after- 
ward, and while I still lay prostrate, arrested my 
attention. It was this: my chin rested upon the 
fioor of the prison, but my lips, and the upper 
portion of my head, although seemingly at a less 
elevation than the chin, touched nothing. At 
the same time, my forehead seemed bathed in a 
clammy vapor, and the peculiar smell of decayed 
fungus arose to my nostrils. I put forward my 
arm, and shuddered to find that I had fallen at 
the very brink of a circular pit, whose extent, of 
course, I had no means of ascertaining at the mo- 
ment. Groping about the masonry just below 
the margin, I succeeded in dislodging a small 
fragment, and let it fall into the abyss. For 
many seconds I hearkened to its reverberations 
as it dashed against the sides of the chasm in its 
descent; at length, there was a sullen plunge 
into water, succeeded by loud echoes. At the 
same moment, there came a sound resembling 
the quick opening and as rapid closing of a door 
~ overhead, while a faint gleam of light flashed 

suddenly through the gloom, and as suddenly 
faded away. 

I saw clearly the doom which had been pre- 
pared for me, and congratulated myself upon 
the timely accident by which I had escaped. <An- 


{ 
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other step before my fall, and the world had seen 
me nomore. And the death just avoided was of 
that very character which I had regarded as 
fabulous and frivolous in the tales respecting the 
Inquisition. To the victims of its tyranny, there 
was the choice of death with its direst physical 
agonies, or death with its most hideous moral 
horrors. I had been reserved for the latter. By 
long suffering my nerves had been unstrung, 
until I trembled at the sound of my own voice, 
and had become in every respect a fitting subject 
for the species of torture which awaited me. — 
Shaking in every limb, I groped my way back 
to the wall—resolving there to perish rather than 
risk the terrors of the wells, of which my imagi- 
nation now pictured many in various positions 
about the dungeon. In other conditions of 
mind, I might have had courage to end my mis- 
ery at once, by a plunge into one of these abysses ; 
but now I was the veriest of cowards. Neither 
could I forget what I had read of these pits— 
that the sudden extinction of life formed no part 
of their most horrible plan. ; 
Agitation of spirit: kept me awake for many 
long hours, but at length I again slumbered. 
Upon arousing, I found by my side, as before, a 
loaf and a pitcher of water. A burning thirst 
consumed me, and I emptied the vessel at a 
draught. It must have been drugged — for 
scarcely had I drunk, before I became irresisti- 
bly drowsy. A deep sleep fell upon me—a sleep 
like that of death. How long it lasted, of course 
I know not; but when, once again, I unclosed’ 
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my eyes, the objects around me were visible. By 
a wild, sulphurous lustre, the origin of which I 
could not at first determine, I was enabled to see 
the extent and aspect of the prison. 

In its size I had been greatly mistaken. The 
whole circuit of its walls did not exceed twenty- 
five yards. For some minutes this fact occa- 
sioned me a world of vain trouble; vain indeed 
—for what could be of less importance, under 
the terrible circumstances which environed me, 
than the mere dimensions of my dungeon? But 
my soul took a wild interest in trifles, and I 
busied myself in endeavors to account for the 
error I had’committed in my measurement. The 
truth at length flashed upon me. In my first at- 
tempt at exploration I had counted fifty-two 
paces, up to the period when I fell: I must then 
have been within a pace or two of the fragment 
of serge; in fact, I had nearly performed the 
eireuit of the vault. I then slept—and, upon 
awaking, I must have returned upon my steps— 
thus supposing the circuit nearly double what it 
actually was. My confusion of mind prevented 
me from observing that I began my tour with the 
wall to the left, and ended it with the wall to the 
right. 

' I had been deceived, too; in respect to the 
shape of the enclosure. In feeling my way I 
had found many angles, and thus deduced an 
idea of great irregularity; so potent is the effect 
of total darkness upon one arousing from leth- 
argy or sleep! The angles were simply those 
of a few slight depressions, or niches, at odd in- 


Wi 


16 WORKS OF EDGAR ALLAN POE 


tervals. The general shape of the prison was 
square. What I had taken for masonry seemed 
now to be iron, or some other metal, in huge 
plates, whose sutures or joints occasioned the 
depression. The entire surface of this metallic 
enclosure was rudely daubed in all the hideous 
and repulsive devices to which the charnel super- 
stition of the monks has given rise. The figures 
of fiends in aspects of menace, with skeleton 
forms, and other more really fearful images, 
overspread and disfigured the walls. I observed 
that the outlines of these monstrosities were suffi- 
eiently distinct, but that the colors seemed faded 
and blurred, as if from the effects of'a damp at- 
mosphere. I now noticed the floor, too, which 
was of stone. In the centre yawned the circular 
pit from whose jaws I had escaped; but it was 
the only one in the dungeon. 

All this I saw indistinctly and by much effort 
—for my personal condition had been greatly 
changed during slumber. I now lay upon my 
back, and at full length, on a species of low 
framework of wood. To this I was securely bound 
by a long strap resembling a surcingle. It passed 


in many convolutions about my limbs and body, — 


leaving at liberty only my head, and my left arm 
to such an extent, that I could, by dint of much 


exertion, supply myself with food from an . 


earthen dish which lay by my side on the floor. 
I saw, to my horror, that the pitcher had been 
removed. J say to my horror—for I was con- 
sumed with intolerable thirst. This thirst it ap- 
peared to be the design of my persecutors to 
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stimulate—for the food in the dish was meat 
pungently seasoned. 

Looking upward, I surveyed the ceiling of my, 
prison. It was some thirty or forty feet over- 
head, and constructed much as the side walls. In 
one of its panels a very singular figure riveted 
my whole attention. It was the painted figure of 
Time as he is commonly represented, save that, 
in lieu of a scythe, he held what, at a casual 
glance, I supposed to be the pictured image of 
a huge pendulum, such as we see on antique 
clocks. There was something, however, in the 
appearance of this machine which caused me to 
regard it more attentively. While I gazed direct- 
ly upward at it (for its position was immediately 
over my own) I fancied that I saw it in motion. 
Tn an instant afterward the fancy was confirmed. 
Its sweep was brief, and of course slow. I 
_ watched it for some minutes somewhat in fear, 

but more in wonder. Wearied at length with ob- 
serving its dull movement, I turned my eyes 
upon the other objects in the cell. 

A slight noise attracted my notice, and, look- 
ing to the floor, I saw several enormous rats 
traversing it. They had issued from the well 
which lay just within view to my right. Even 
then, while I gazed, they came up in troops, hur- 
riedly, with ravenous eyes, allured by the scent 
of the meat. From this it required much effort 
and attention to scare them away. 

It might have been half an hour, perhaps, even 
an hour (for I could take but imperfect note of 
time), before I again cast my eyes upward. What 
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i then saw confounded and amazed me. The 
sweep of the pendulum had increased in extent 
by nearly a yard. As a natural consequence its 
velocity was also much greater. But what mainly 
disturbed me was the idea that it had perceptibly 
descended. I now observed—with what horror it 
is needless to say—that its nether extremity was 
formed of a crescent of glittering steel, about a 
foot in length from horn to horn; the horns up- 
ward, and the under edge evidently as keen as 
that of a razor. Like a razor also, it seemed 
massy and heavy, tapering from the edge into 
a solid and broad structure above. It was ap- 
pended to a weighty rod of brass, and the whole 
hissed as it swung through the air. 

I could no longer doubt the doom prepared 
for me by monkish ingenuity in torture. My 
eognizance of the pit had become known to the 


inquisitorial agents—the pit, whose horrors had — 


been destined for so bold a recusant us myself 
—the pit, typical of hell and regarded by rumor 
as the Ultima Thule of all their punishments. 
The plunge into this pit I had avoided by the 
merest of accidents, and I knew that surprise, 
or entrapment into torment, formed an impor- 
tant portion of all the grotesquerie of these dun- 
geon deaths. Having failed to fall, 1t was no 
part of the demon plan to hurl me into the abyss, 
and thus (there being no alternative) a different 
and a milder destruction awaited me. Milder! 
I half smiled in my agony as I thought of such 
application of such a term. 

What boots it to tell of the long, long hours 
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of horror more than mortal, during which I 
counted the rushing oscillations of the steel! Inch 
by inch—line by line—with a descent only ap- 
preciable at intervals that seemed ages—down 
and still down it came! Days passed—it might 
have been that many days passed—ere it swept 
so closely over me as to fan me with its acrid 
breath. The odor of the sharp steel forced it- 
self into my nostrils. I prayed—I wearied 
heaven with my prayer for its more speedy de- 
scent. I grew frantically mad, and struggled to 
force myself upward against the sweep of the 
tearful scimitar, And then I fell suddenly calm, 
and lay smiling at the glittering death, as a child 
at some rare bauble. 

There was another interval cf utter insensi- 
bility ; it was brief; for, upon again lapsing into 
life, there had been no perceptible descent in 
the pendulum. But it might have been long— 
for I knew there were demons who took note of 
my swoon, and who could have arrested the 
vibration at pleasure. Upon my recovery, too, 
I felt very—oh! inexpressibly—sick and weak, 
as if through long inanition. Even amid the 
-agonies of that period, the human nature craved 
food. With painful effort I outstretched my left 
arm as far as my bonds permitted, and took 
possession of the small remnant which had been 
spared me by the rats. AsI put a portion of it 
within my lips, there rushed to my mind a half- 
formed thought of joy—of hope. Yet what. busi- 
ness had J with hope? It was, as I say, a half- 
formed thought—man has many such, which are 


} 
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never completed. I felt that it was of joy—of 
hope; but I felt also that it had perished in its 
formation. In vain I struggled to perfect—to 
regain it. Long suffering had nearly annihilated 
all my ordinary powers of mind. a was an im- 
becile—an idiot. 

The vibration of the pendulum was at right 
angles to my length. I saw that the erescent 
was designed to eross the region of the heart. 
It would fray the serge of my robe—it would 
return and repeat its operations—again—and 
again. Notwithstanding its terrifically wide 
sweep (some thirty feet or more), and the hiss- 
ing. vigor of its descent, sufficient to sunder these 
very walls of iron, still the fraying of my robe 
would be all that, for several minutes, it would 
accomplish. And at this thought I paused. I 
dared not go further than this reflection. I dwelt 
upon it with a pertinacity of attention—as if, in 
so dwelling, I could arrest here the descent of 
the steel. I forced myself to ponder upon the 
sound of the crescent as it should pass across the 
garment—upon the peculiar thrilling sensation 
which the friction of cloth produces on the 
nerves. I pondered upon all this frivolity until 
my teeth were on edge. 

Down—steadily down it crept. I took a fren- 
zied pleasure in contrasting its downward with 
_ its lateral velocity. To the right—to the left— 
far and wide—with the shriek of a damned 
spirit! to my heart, with the stealthy pace of the 
tiger! I alternately laughed and howled, as the 
one or the other idea grew predominant, 
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Down—certainly, relentlessly down! It vi- 
brated within three inches of my hosom! I strug- 
gled violently—furiously—to free my left arm. 
This was free only from the elbow to the hand. 
I could reach the latter, from the platter beside 
me, to my mouth, with great effort, but no far- 
ther. Could I have broken the fastenings above 
the elbow, I would have seized and attempted to | 
arrest the pendulum. I might as well have at- 
tempted to arrest an avalanche! 

Down — still unceasingly —still inevitably 
down! I gasped and struggled at each vibration. 
I shrunk convulsively at its every sweep. My 
eyes followed its outward or upward whorls with 
the eagerness of the most unmeaning despair; 
they closed themselves spasmodic ally at the de- 
seent, although death would have been a relief, 
oh, how unspeakable! Still I quivered in every 
nerve to think how slight 2 sinking of the machin- 
ery would precipitaie that keen, glistening axe 
upon my bosom. It was hope that prompted the 
nerve to quiver—the frame to shrink. It was 
hope—the hope that triumphs on the rack—that 
whispers to the death-condemned even in the 
dungeons of the Inquisition, 

I saw that some ten or twelve vibrations would 

bring the steel in actual contact with my robe— 
and with this observation there suddenly came 
over my spirit all the keen, collected calmness of 
despair. For the first time during many hours— 
or perhaps days—I thought. It now occurred 
to me, that, the bandage, or surcingle, which en< 
veloped ine, was unique. I was tied by no sepa- 
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rate cord. The first stroke of the razor-like eres. 
cent athwart any portion of the band would 
so detach it that it might be unwound from my 
person by means of my left hand. But how fear- 
ful, in that case, the proximity of the steel! The 
result of the slightest struggle, how deadly! Was 
it likely, moreover, that the minions of the tor- 
turer had not foreseen and provided for this pos- 
sibility? Was it probable that the bandage 
crossed my bosom in the track of the pendulum ? 
Dreading to find my faint and, as it seemed, my 
last hope frustrated, I so far elevated my head 
as to obtain a distinct view of my breast. The 
surcingle enveloped my limbs and body elose in 
all directions—save in the path of the destroying 
‘crescent. 

Scarcely had I dropped my head back into its 
original position, when there flashed upon my 
mind what I cannot better describe than as the 
unformed half of that idea of deliverance to 


which I have previously alluded, and of which ~ 


a moiety only floated indeterminately through 
my brain when I raised food to my burning lips. 
The whole thought was now present—feeble, 
scarcely sane, scarcely definite—but still entire. 
_I proceeded at once, with the nervous energy of 
despair, to attempt its execution. 

For many hours the immediate vicinity of the 
low framework upon which I lay had been lit- 
erally swarming with rats. They were wild, bold, 
ravenous—their red eyes glaring upon me as if 


they waited but for motionlessness on my part to. 
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make me their prey. ‘‘ To what food,’’ I thought, 
** have they been accustomed i in the well? ’’ 
‘They had devoured, in spite of all my efforts 
to prevent them, all but a small remnant of the 
contents of the dish. I had fallen into an habit- 
ual see-saw or wave of the hand about the plat- 
ter; and, at length, the unconscious uniformity 


of the movement deprived it of effect. In their 


voracity, the vermin frequently fastened their 
sharp fangs in my fingers. With the particles of 
the oily and spicy viand which now remained, 
I thoroughly rubbed the bandage wherever I 
eould reach it; then, raising my hand from the 
floor, I lay breathlessly still. 

At first, the ravenous animals were startled 


and terrified at the change—at the cessation of 


movement. They shrank alarmedly back; many 
sought the well. But this was only for a mo- 
ment. I. had not counted in vain upon ,their 
voracity. Observing that I remained without 
motion, one or two of the boldest leaped upon 
the framework, and smelt at the surecingle. This 
» seemed the signal for a general rush. Forth 
' from the well they hurried in fresh troops. They 

_ elung to the wood—they overran it, and leaped 
_ in hundreds upon my person. The measured 
- movement of the pendulum disturbed them not 
at all. Avoiding its strokes, they busied them- 
_ selves with the anointed bandage. They pressed 
_ —they swarmed upon me in ever accumulating 
heaps. They writhed upon my throat; their cold 
_ lips sought my own; I was half stifled by their 
thronging pressure ; disgust, for which the world 
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has no name, swelled my bosom, and chilled, with 
a heavy clamminess, my heart. Yet one minute, 
and I felt that the struggle would be over. 
Plainly I perceived the loosening of the bandage. 
I knew that in more than one place it must be 
already severed. With a more than human reso- 
lution I lay still. 
Nor had I erred in my caleulations—nor had 
IT endured in vain. I at length felt that I was 
free. The surcingle hung in ribands from my 
body. But the stroke of the pendulum already 
pressed upon my bosom. It had divided the serge 
of the robe. It had cut through the linen be- 
neath. Twice again it swung, and a sharp sense 
of pain shot through every nerve. But the mo- 
ment of escape had arrived. At a wave of my 
hand my deliverers hurried tumultuously away. 
With a steady movement—cautious, side-long, 
. Shrinking, and slow—I slid from the embrace of 
the bandage and beyond the reach of the seimi- 
tar. For the moment, at least, Z was free. 


Free!—and in the grasp of the Inquisition! - 


Thad scarcely stepped from my wooden bed of 
horror upon the stone floor of the prison, when 
the motion of the hellish machine ceased, and T 
beheld it drawn up, by some invisible force, 
through the ceiling. This was a lesson which I 
took desperately to heart. My every motion was 
undoubtedly watched. Free!—I had but escaped 
death in one form of agony, to be delivered unto 
worse than death in some other. With that 
thought I roHed my eyes nervously around on 
the barriers of iron that hemmed me in. Some- 
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thing unusual—some change which, at first, I 
eould not appreciate distinctly—it was obvious, 
had taken place in the apartment. For many 
minutes of a dreamy and trembling abstraction, 
I busied myself in vain, unconnected conjecture. 
During this period, I became aware, for the first 
time, of the origin of the sulphurous light which 
iJumined the cell. It proceeded from a fissure, 
about half an inch in width, extending entirely 
around the prison at the base of the walls, which 
thus appeared, and were completely separated 
from the fioor. I endeavored, but of course in 
\ vain, to look through the aperture. 

As I rose from the attempt, the mystery of 
the alteration in the chamber broke at once upon 
my understanding. I have observed that, al- 
though the outlines of the figures upon the walls 
were sufficiently distinct, yet the colors seemed 
blurred and indefinite. These colors had now as- 
sumed, and were momentarily assuming, a start- 
ling and most intense brilliancy, that gave to the 
spectral and fiendish portraitures an aspect that 
might have thrilled even firmer nerves than my 
own. Demon eyes, of a wild and ghastly vivac- 
ity, glared upon me in a thousand directions, 


_ wherenone had been visible before, and gleamed 


with the lurid lustre of a fire that I eould not 


force my imagination to regard as unreal. 


Unreal !—even while I breathed there came to 
my nostrils the breath of the vapor of heated 
iron! A suffocating odor pervaded the prison? 
A deeper glow settled each moment in the eyes 
that glared at my agonies! A richer tint of 


j 
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crimson diffused itself over the pictured horrors 
of blood. I panted! I gasped for breath! There 
could be no doubt of the design of my tormentors 
—oh! most unrelenting! oh! most demoniae of 
men! I shrank from the glowing metal to the 
centre of the cell. Amid the thought of the fiery 
destruction that impended, the idea of the cool- 
ness of the well came over my soul like balm. I 
rushed to its deadly brink. I threw my strain- 
ing vision below. The glare from the enkindled 
roof illumined its inmost recesses. Yet, for a 
wild moment, did my spirit refuse to comprehend 
the meaning of what Isaw. At length it forced . 
—it wrestled its way into my soul—it burned it- 
self in upon my shuddering reason. Oh! for a 
voice to speak !—oh! horror !—oh! any horror but 
this! With a shriek, I rushed from the margin, 
and buried my face in my hands—weeping bit- 
terly. 

The heat rapidly increased, and once again 
I looked up, shuddering as with a fit of the ague. 
There had been a second change in the cell— 
and now the change was obviously in the form. 
As before, it was in vain that I at first endeav- 
ored to appreciate or understand what was tak- 
ing place. But not long was I left in doubt. 
The Inquisitorial vengeance had been hurried by 
my two-fold escape, and there was to be no more 
dallying with the King of Terrors. The room had 
been square. I saw that two of its iron angles 
were now acute—two, consequently, obtuse. The 
fearful difference quickly increased with a low 
rumbling or moaning sound. In an instant the 
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_ apartment had shifted its form into that of a 
lozenge. But the alteration stopped not here— 
I neither hoped nor desired it to stop. I could 


have clasped the red walls to my bosom as a gar- 
ment of eternal peace. ‘‘Death,’’ I said, ‘‘any 
death but that of the pit!’’ Fool; might I not 
have known that into the pit it was the object of 


_ the burning iron to urge me? Could I resist its 
' glow? or if even that, could I withstand its pres- 


sure? And now, flatter and flatter grew the 
lozenge, with a rapidity that left me no time for 
contemplation. Its centre, and of course its 
greatest width, came just over the yawning gulf. 
I shrank back—but the closing walls pressed me 
-esistlessly onward. At length for my seared and 
writhing body there was no longer an inch of 
foothold on the firm floor of the prison. I strug- 
gled no more, but the agony of my soul found 


| vent in one loud, long, and final scream of de- 


spair. I felt that I tottered upon the brink— 
I averted my eyes— 
There was a discordant hum of human voices! 


_ There was a loud blast as of many trumpets! 


There was a harsh g1 ~ting as of a thousand thun- 


+ ders! The fiery walls rushed back! An out- 


stretched arm caught my own as I fell, fainting, 


"into the abyss. It was that of General Lasalle. 


- 


The French army had entered Toledo. The In- 
quisition was in the hands of its enemies. 


THE PREMATURE BURIAL 


(Published in unknown Philadelphia periodical, Au- 
gust, 1844, Later, in the Broadway Journal, I., 24.] 


THERE are certain themes of which the interest 
is all-absorbing, but which are too entirely hor- 
rible for the purposes of legitimate fiction. These 
the mere romanticist must eschew, if he do not 
wish to offend, or to disgust. They are with pro- 
priety handled only when the severity and maj- 
esty of truth sanctify and sustain them. We 
thrill, for example, with the most intense of 

‘ pleasurable pain ’’ over the accounts of the 
Passage of the Beresina, of the Harthquake at 
Lisbon, of the Plague at London, of the Massacre 
of St. Bartholomew, or of the stifling of the hun- 
dred and twenty-three prisoners in the Black 
Hole at Calcutta. But, in these accounts, it is 
the fact—it is the reality—it is the history which 
excites. As inventions, we should regard them 
with simple abhorrence. 

T have mentioned some few of the more promi-- 
nent and august calamities on record; but in 
these it is the extent, not less than the character 
of the calamity, which so vividly impresses the 
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- faney. I need not remind the reader that, from 
the long and weird catalogue of human miseries, 
- I might have selected many individual instances 
_ more replete with essential suffering than any 
of these vast generalities of disaster. The true 
wretchedness, indeed—the ultimate woe,—is 
particular, not diffuse. That the ghastly ex- 
tremes of agony are endured by man the unit, 


"and never by man the mass—for this let us thank 


a merciful God! 

To be buried while alive is, beyond question, 
the most terrific of these extremes which has ever 
fallen to the lot of mere mortality. That it has 
_ frequently, very frequently, so fallen will 
_ searcely be denied by those who think. The 
boundaries which divide Life from Death are at 


_ best shadowy and vague. Who shall say where 


the one ends, and where the other begins? We 
know that there are diseases in which occur total 


' eessations of all the apparent functions of vital- 


ity, and yet in which these cessations are merely 
_ suspensions, properly so called. They are only 
_ temporary pauses in the incomprehensible mech- 
_ anism. A certain period elapses, and.some un- 


_ seen mysterious principle again sets in motion 


_ the magic pinions and the wizard wheels. The 
silver cord was not for ever loosed, nor the 
- golden bowl irreparably broken. But where, 
meantime, was the soul? 

Apart, however, from the inevitable conclu- 
sion, @ priori that such, causes must produce such 
effects,—that the well-known occurrence of such 
eases of suspended animation must naturally 
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give rise, now and then, to premature inter- 
ments,—apart from this consideration, we have 
the direct testimony of medical and ordimary ex- 
perience to prove that a vast number of such in- 
terments have actually taken place. I might 
refer at once, if necessary, to a hundred well- 
authenticated instances. One of very remark- 
able character, and of which the circumstances 
may be fresh in the memory of some of my read- 
ers, occurred, not very long ago, in the neighbor- 
ing city of Baltimore, where it occasioned a pain- 
ful, intense, and widely-extended excitement. 
The wife of one of the most respectable citizens 
—a, lawyer of eminence and a member of Con- 
gress—was seized with a sudden and unaccount- 
able illness, which completely baffled the skill 
of her. physicians. After much suffering she 
died, or was supposed to die. No one suspected, 
indeed, or had reason to suspect, that she was not 
actually dead. She presented all the ordinary 
appearances of death. The face assumed the 
usual pinched and sunken outline. The lips | 
were of the usual marble pallor. The eyes were 
lustreless. There was no warmth. Pulsation 
had ceased. For three days the body was pre- 
served unburied, during which it had acquired a 
stony rigidity. The funeral, in short, was has- 
tened, on account of the rapid advance of what 
was supposed to be decomposition. 

The lady was deposited in her family vault, 
which, for three subsequent years, was undis- 
turbed. At the expiration of this term it was 
opened for the reception of a sarcophagus ;—but, 
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alas! how fearful a shock awaited the husband, 

-who, personally, threw open the door! As its 
_ portals swung outwardly back, some white-ap- 
' parelled object fell rattling within his arms. It 
was the skeleton of his wife in her yet un- 
- moulded shroud. 

A eareful investigation rendered it evident 
that she had revived within two days after her 
-entombment; that her struggles within the 
_ eoffin had eaused it to fall from a ledge, or shelf 
to the floor, where it was so broken as to permit 
' her escape. A lamp which had been accidentally 
' left, full of oil, within the tomb, was found 
| empty; it might have been exhausted, however, 
_ by evaporation. On the uppermost of the steps 
' which led down into the dread chamber was a 
| large fragment of the coffin, with which it 
' seemed that she had endeavored to arrest atten- 
tion by striking the iron door. While thus occu- 
pied, she probably swooned, or possibly died, 
through sheer terror; and, in falling, her shroud 
_beeame entangled in some iron-work which pro- 
jected interiorly. Thus she remained, and thus 
‘she rotted, erect. 

_ In the year 1810, a case of living inhumation 
happened in France, attended with circumstances 
which go far to warrant the assertion that truth 
__ is, indeed, stranger than fiction. The heroine of 
_ the story was a Mademoiselle Victorine Lafour- 
eade, a young girl of illustrious family, of 
_ wealth, and of great personal beauty. Among 
_ her numerous suitors was Julien Bossuet, a poor 

hittérateur, or journalist of Paris. His talents 


ies: 
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and general amiability had recommended him to 
the notice of the heiress, by whom he seems to 
have been truly beloved; but her pride of birth 
decided her, finally, to reject him, and to wed a 
Monsieur Renelle, a banker and a diplomatist of 
some eminence. After marriage, however, this 
gentleman neglected, and, perhaps, even more 
positively ill-treated her. Having passed with 
him some wretched. years, she died—at least her 
condition so closely resembled death as to deceive 
every one who saw her. She was buried—not 
in a vault, but in an ordinary grave in the vyil- 
lage of her nativity. Filled with despair, and 
still inflamed by the memory of a profound at- 
tachment, the lover journeys from the capital 
to the remote province in which the village lies, 
with the romantic purpose of disinterring the 
corpse, and possessing himself of its luxuriant 
tresses. He reaches the grave. At midnight he 
unearths the coffin, opens it, and is in the act of 
detaching the hair, when he is arrested by the 
unclosing of the beloved eyes. In fact, the lady 
had been buried alive. Vitality had not alto- 
gether departed, and she was aroused by the 
caresses of her lover from the lethargy which had 
been mistaken for death. He bore her franti- 
eally to his lodgings in the village. He employed . 
certain powerful restoratives suggested by no 
_ little medical learning. In fine, she revived. 
She recognized her preserver. She remained 
with him until, by slow degrees, she fully recov- 
ered her original health. Her woman’s heart 
was not adamant, and this last lesson of love 
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sufficed to soften it. She bestowed it upon Bos- 
suet. She returned no more to her husband, but, 
concealing from him her resurrection, fled with 
her lover to America. Twenty years afterward, 
the two returned to France, in the persuasion 
that time had so greatly altered the lady’s ap- 
pearance that her friends would be unable to 
recognize her. They were mistaken, however ; 
for, at the first meeting, Monsieur Renelle did 
actually recognize and make claim to his wife. 
This claim she resisted, and a judicial tribunal 
sustained her in her resistance, deciding that the 
peculiar circumstances, with the long lapse of 
years, had extinguished, not only equitably, but 
legally, the authority of the husband. 

The Chirurgical Journal of Leipsic, a period- 
ical of high authority and merit, which some 
American book-seller would do well to translate 
and republish, records in a late number a very. 
distressing event of the character in question. 

An officer of artillery, a man of gigantic 
‘stature and of robust health, being thrown from 
an unmanageable horse, received a very severe 
contusion upon the head, which rendered him 
insensible at once; the skull was slightly frac- 
tured, but no immediate danger was appre- 
hended. Trepanning was accomplished success- 
fully. He was bled, and many other of the or- 
dinary means of relief were adopted. Grad- 
ually, however, he fell into a more and more 
hopeless state of stupor, and, finally, it was 
thought that he died. — 

The weather was warm, and he was buried 
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with indecent haste in one of the public eeme- 
teries. His funeral took place on Thursday. 
On the Sunday following, the grounds of the 
cemetery were, as usual, much thronged with 
visitors, and about noon an intense excitement 
was created by the declaration of a peasant that, 
while sitting upon the grave of the officer, he » 
had distinctly felt a commotion of the earth, as 
_ if occasioned by some one struggling beneath. 
At first little attention was paid to the man’s 
asseveration; but his evident terror, and the 
dogged obstinacy with which he persisted in his 
story, had at length their natural effect upon the 
crowd. Spades were hurriedly procured, and 
the grave, which was shamefully shallow, was 
in a few minutes so far thrown open that the 
head of its occupant appeared. He was then 
seemingly dead; but he sat nearly erect within 
his coffin, the lid of which, in his furious strug- 
gles, he had partially uplifted. 

He was forthwith conveyed to the nearest hos- 
pital, and there pronounced to be still living, 
although in an asphytic condition. After some 
hours he revived, recognized individuals of his 
acquaintance, and, in broken sentences spoke of 
his agonies in the grave. 

From what he related, it was clear that he 
must have been conscious of life for more than 
an hour, while inhumed, before lapsing into in-— 
_ sensibility. The grave was carelessly and loosely 
filled with an exceedingly porous soil; and thus 
some air was necessarily admitted. He heard 
the footsteps of the crowd overhead, and en- 
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deavored to make himself heard in turn. It was 
_ the tumult within the grounds of the cemetery, 
he said, which appeared to awaken him from a 
deep sleep, but no sooner was he awake than he 
became fully aware of the awful horrors of his 
position. 

This patient, it is recorded, was doing well, 
and seemed to be in a fair way of ultimate re- 
covery, but fell a victim to the quackeries of 
medical experiment. The galvanic battery was 
applied, and he suddenly expired in one of those 
ecstatic paroxysms which, occasionally, it super- 
induces. 

The mention of the galvanic battery, never- 
theless, recalls to my memory a well-known and 
very extraordinary case in point, where its action 
proved the means of restoring to animation a 
young attorney of London, who had been in- 
terred for two days. This occurred in 1831, and 
created, at the time, a very profound sensation 
_ wherever it was made the subject of converse. 

_ The patient, Mr. Edward Stapleton, had died, 
apparently, of typhus fever, accompanied with 
‘some anomalous symptoms which had excited the 
curiosity of his medical attendants._ Upon his 
. Seeming decease, his friends were requested to 
sanction a post-mortem examination, but de- 
clined to permit it. As often happens, when 
such refusals are made, the practitioners re- 
solved to disinter the body and dissect it at leis- 
ure, in private. Arrangements were easily ef- 
fected with some of the numerous corps of body- 


snatchers with which London abounds; and, 
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upon the third night after the funeral, the sup- 
posed corpse was unearthed from a grave eight 
feet deep, and deposited in the operating cham- 
ber of one of the private hospitals. 

An incision of some extent had been actually 
made in the abdomen, when the fresh and unde- 
cayed appearance of the subject suggested an 
application of the battery. One experiment suc- 
ceeded another, and the customary effects super- 
vened, with nothing to characterize them in any 
respect, except, upon one or two occasions, a 
more than ordinary degree of life-likeness in the 
convulsive action. 

It grew late. The day was about to dawn; 
and it was thought expedient, at length, to pro- 
ceed at once to the dissection. A student, how- 
ever, was especially desirous of testing a theory 
of his own, and insisted upon applying the bat- 
tery to one of the pectoral muscles. A rough gash 
was made, and a wire hastily brought in contact; 
when the patient, with a hurried but quite un- 
convulsive movement, arose from the table, 
stepped into the middle of the floor, gazed about 
him uneasily for a few seconds, and then—spoke. 
What he said was unintelligible; but words 
were uttered; the syllabification was distinct. 
Having spoken, he fell heavily to the floor. 

For some moments all were paralyzed with 
awe—but the urgency of the case soon restored — 
them their presence of mind. It was seen that 
Mr. Stapleton was alive, although in a swoon. 
Upon exhibition of ether he revived and was 
rapidly restored to health, and to the society of 
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his friends—from whom, however, all knowledge 
of his resuscitation was withheld, until a relapse 
was no longer to be apprehended. Their wonder 
—their rapturous astonishment—may be con- 
ceived. 

The most thrilling peculiarity of this incident, 
nevertheless, is involved in what Mr. S. himself 
asserts. He declares that at no period was he 
altogether insensible—that, dully and confused- 
ly, he was aware of everything which happened 
to him, from the moment in which he was pro- 
nounced dead by his physicians, to that in which 
he fell swooning to the floor of the hospital. ‘‘I 
am alive,’’ were the uncomprehended words 
which, upon recognizing the locality of the dis- 
secting-room, he had endeavored, in his extrem- 
ity, to utter. 

It were an easy matter to multiply such his- 
tories as these—but I forbear—for, indeed, we 
have no need of such to establish the fact that 
premature interments occur. When we reflect 
how very rarely, from the nature of the case, we 
have it in our power to detect them, we must 
admit that they may frequently occur without 


* our cognizance. Scarcely, in truth, is a grave- 


yard ever encroached upon, for any purpose, to 
any great extent, that skeletons are not found in 
postures which suggest the most fearful of sus- 
picions. 
Fearful indeed the suspicion—but more fear- 
ful the doom! It may be asserted, without hesi- 
tation, that no event is so terribly well adapted 
to inspire the supremeness of bodily and of men- 
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tal distress, as is burial before death. The un- 
endurable oppression of the lungs—the stifling 
fumes of the damp earth—the clinging to the 
death garments—the rigid embrace of the nar- 
row house—the blackness of the absolute Night 
—the silence like a sea that overwhelms—the 
unseen but palpable presence of the Conqueror 
Worm—these things, with the thoughts of the 
air and grass above, with memory of dear friends 
who would fly to save us if but informed of our 
fate, and with consciousness that of this fate 
they can never be informed—that our hopeless 
portion is that of the really dead—these consid- 
erations, I say, carry into the heart, which still 
palpitates, a degree of appalling and intolerable 
horror from which the most daring imagination 
must recoil. We know of nothing so agonizing 
upon Earth—we can dream of nothing half se 
hideous in the realms of the nethermost Hell. 
And thus all narratives upon this topic have an 
interest profound; an interest, nevertheless, 
which, through the sacred awe of the topic itself, 
very properly and very peculiarly depends upon 
our conviction of the truth of the matter nar- 
rated. What I have now to tell is of my own 
actual knowledge—of my own positive and per- 
sonal experience. 

For several years I had been subject to at-. 
tacks of the singular disorder which physicians 
have agreed to term catalepsy, in default of a 
more definite title. Although both the imme- 
diate and the predisposing causes, and even the 
actual diagnosis, of this disease are still mys- 
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terious, its obvious and apparent character is 
sufficiently well understood. Its variations seem 
to be chiefly of degree. Sometimes the patient 
les, for a day only, or even for a shorter period, 
in a species of exaggerated lethargy. He is 
‘senseless and externally motionless; but the pul- 
_ sation of the heart is still faintly perceptible; 
some traces of warmth remain; a slight color 
lingers within the centre of the cheek; and, upon 
application of a mirror to the lips, we can detect 
a torpid, unequal, and vacillating action of the 
lungs. Then again the duration of the trance is 
for weeks—even for months; while the closest 
scrutiny, and the most rigorous medical tests, 
fail to establish any material distinction between 
the state of the sufferer and what we conceive of 
absolute death. Very usually he is saved from 
premature interment solely by the knowledge of 
_ his friends that he has been previously subject to 
_ eatalepsy, by the consequent suspicion excited, 
-and, above all, by the non-appearance of decay. 
_ The advances of the malady are, luckily, grad- . 
ual. The first manifestations, although marked, 
are unequivocal. The fits grow successively 
/ more and more distinctive, and endure each for 
a longer term than the preceding. In this hes 
the principal security from inhumation. The 
unfortunate whose first attack should be of the 
- extreme character which is occasionally seen, 
would almost inevitably be consigned alive to the 
tomb. 

My own case differed in no important par- 
ticular from those mentioned in medical books. 
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Sometimes, without any apparent cause, I sank, 
little by little, into a condition of semi-syncope, 
or half swoon; and, in this condition, without 
pain, without ability to stir, or, strictly speak- 
ing, to think, but with a dull lethargic conscious- 
ness of life and of the presence of those who sur- 
rounded my bed, I remained, until the crisis of 
the disease restored me, suddenly, to perfect sen- 
gation. At other times I was quickly and im- 
petuously smitten. I grew sick, and numb, and 
chilly, and dizzy, and so fell prostrate at once. 
Then, for weeks, all was void, and black, and 
silent, and Nothing became the universe. Total 
annihilation could be no more. From these lat- 
ter attacks I awoke, however, with a. gradation 
slow in proportion to the suddenness of the 
seizure. Just as the day dawns to the friendless 
and houseless beggar who roams the streets 
throughout the long desolate winter night—just 
so tardily—just so wearily—just so cheerily 
came back the light of the Soul to me. 

Apart from the tendency to trance, however, 
my general health appeared to be good ; nor 
could I perceive that it was at all affected by the 
one prevalent malady—unless, indeed, an idio- 
synerasy in my ordinary sleep may be looked 
upon as superinduced. Upon awaking from 
slumber, I could never gain, at once, thorough 
possession of my senses, and always remained, 
for many minutes, in much bewilderment and 
perplexity—the mental faculties in general, but 
the memory in especial, being in a condition of 
absolute abeyance. 
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In all that I endured there was no physical 
suffering, but of moral distress an infinitude. 
My fancy grew charnel. I talked ‘‘of worms, of 
tombs, and epitaphs.’’ I was lost in reveries of 
death, and the idea of premature burial held con- 
tinual possession of my brain. The ghastly Dan- 
ger to which I was subjected haunted me day and 
night. In the former, the torture of meditation 
was excessive; in the latter, supreme. When the 
grim Darkness overspread the Earth, then, with 
every horror of thought, I shook—shook as the 
quivering plumes upon the hearse. When Na- 
- ture could endure wakefulness no longer, it was 
with a struggle that I consented to sleep—for I 
shuddered to reflect that, upon awaking, [ might 
find myself the tenant of a grave. And when, 
finally, I sank into slumber, it was only to rush 
at once into a world of phantasms, above which, 
with vast, sable overshadowing wings, hovered, 
predominant, the one sepulchral Idea. 

From the innumerable images of gloom which 
thus oppressed me in dreams, I select for record 
but a solitary vision. Methought I was immersed 
in a cataleptic trance of more than usual dura- 
tion and profundity. Suddenly there came an 
icy hand upon my forehead,’and an impatient, 
gibbering voice whispered the word ‘‘Arise!’’ 
within my ear. 

I sat erect. The darkness was total. I could 
not see the figure of him who had aroused me. 
I could eall to mind neither the period at which 
I had fallen into the trance, nor the localify in 
which I then lay. While I remained motionless, 
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and busied in endeavors to collect my thought, 
the cold hand grasped me fiercely by the wrist, 
shaking it petulantly, while the gibbering voice 
said again: 

‘* Arise! did I not bid thee arise?’’ 

‘*And who,’’ I demanded, ‘‘art thou?’’ 

‘*T have no name in the regions which I inhab- 
it,’’ replied the voice, mournfully; ‘‘I was mor- 
tal, but am fiend. I was merciless, but am pitiful. 
Thou dost feel that I shudder. My teeth chatter 
as I speak, yet it is not with the chilliness of the 
night—of the night without end. But this hide- 
cusness is insufferable. How canst thou tran- 
quilly sleep? I cannot rest for the ery of these 
great agonies. These sights are more than I can 
bear. Get thee up! Come with me into the outer 
Night, and let me unfold to thee the graves. Is 
not this a spectacle of woe?—Behold!’’ 

I looked; and the unseen figure, which still 
grasped me by the wrist, had caused to be thrown 
open the graves of all mankind; and from each 
issued the faint phosphoric radiance of deeay; so 
that I could see into the innermost recesses, and 
_ there view the shrouded bodies in their sad and 

solemn slumbers with the worm. But alas! the 
real sleepers were fewer, by many millions, than 
those who slumbered not at all; and there was a 
feeble struggling; and there was a general and 
sad unrest; and from out the depths of the 
countless pits there came a melancholy rustling 
from the garments of the buried. And of those 
who seemed tranquilly to repose, I saw that a 
vast number had changed, in a greater or less — 
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_ degree, the rigid and uneasy position in which 
they had originally been entombed. And the 
voice again said to me as I gazed: 

“*Ts it not—oh! is it not a pitiful sight?’’ But 
before I could find words to reply, the figure had 
ceased to grasp my wrist, the phosphoric lghts 
expired, and the graves were closed with a sud- 

‘den violence, while from out them arose a tumult 
of despairing cries, saying again: ‘‘Is it not— 
Oh, God, is it not a very pitiful sight?’’ 
Phantasies such as these, presenting them- 
selves at night, extended their terrific influence 
_ far into my waking hours. My nerves became 
thoroughly unstrung, and I fell a prey to perpet- 
ual horror. I hesitated to ride, or to walk, or to 
indulge in any exercise that would carry me 
from home. In fact, I no longer dared trust my- 
self out of the immediate presence of those who 
were aware of my proneness to catalepsy, lest, 
falling into one of my usual fits, I should be pur. 


ied before my real condition could be ascertained. 


I doubted the care, the fidelity of my dearest 
friends. I dreaded ‘that, in some trance of more 
than customary duration, they might be pre- 
vailed upon to regard me as irrecoverable. I 
’ even went so far as to fear that, as I occasioned 
much trouble, they might be glad to consider any 
very protracted attack as sufficient excuse for 
' getting rid of me altogether. It was in vain they 
_ endeavored to reassure me by the most solemn 
promises. I exacted the most sacred oaths, that 
under no circumstances they would bury me un- 
til decomposition had so materially advanced as 
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to render further preservation impossible. And, 
even then, my mortal terrors would listen to no 
reason—would accept no consolation. I entered 
into a series of elaborate precautions. Among 
other things, I had the family vault so remod- 
elled as to admit of being readily opened from 
within. The slightest pressure upon a long lever 
that extended far into the tomb would cause the 
jron portals to fly back. There were arrange- 
ments also for the free admission of air and 
light, and convenient receptacles for food and 
water, within immediate reach of the coffin in- 
tended for my reception. This coffin was warm- 
ly and softly padded, and was provided with a 
lid, fashioned upon the principle of the vault- 
door, with the addition of springs so contrived 
that the feeblest movement of the body would 
be sufficient to set it at liberty. Besides all this, 
there was suspended from the roof of the tomb, a 
large bell, the rope of which, it was designed, 
should extend through a hole in the coffin, and so 
be fastened to one of the hands of the corpse. 
But, alas! what avails the vigilance against the 
Destiny of man? Not even these well-contrived 
securities sufficed to save from the uttermost ago- — 
nies of living inhumation, a wretch to these ago- 
nies foredoomed ! 

There arrived an epoch—as often before there 
had arrived—in which I found myself emerging 
from total unconsciousness into the first feeble 
and indefinite sense of existence. Slowly—with 
a tortoise gradation—approached the faint gray 
dawn of the psychal day. A torpid uneasiness, 
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a apathetic endurance of duli pain. No care— 
no hope—no effort. Then, after a long interval, 
a ringing in the ears; then, after a lapse still 
longer, a prickling or tingling sensation in the 
extremities; then a seemingly eternal period of 
pleasurable quiescence, during which the awak- 
ening feelings are struggling into thought; then 
a brief re-sinking into nonentity; then a sudden 
recovery. At length the slight quivering of an 
eyelid, and immediately thereupon, an electrie 
shock of a terror, deadly and indefinite, which 
sends the blood in torrents from the temples to 
the heart. And now the first positive effort to 
think. And now the first endeavor to remember. 
And now a partial and evanescent success. And 
now the memory has so far regained its domin- 
ion, that, in some measure, I am cognizant of my 
state. I feel that I am not awaking from ordi- 
nary sleep. I recollect that I have been subject to 
eatalepsy. And now, at last, as if by the rush of 
an ocean, my shuddering spirit is overwhelmed 
_ by the one grim Danger—by the one spectral and 
ever-prevalent Idea. 

For some minutes after this fancy possessed 
me, I remained without motion. And why? 1 
could not summon courage to move. I dared not 
make the effort which was to satisfy me of my 
fate—and yet there was something at my heart 
which whispered me tt was sure. Despair—such 
as no other species of wretchedness ever calls into 
being—despair alone urged me, after long irreso- 
lution, to uplift the heavy lids of my eyes. I up- 
hifted them. It was dark-—all dark. I knew that 
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the fit was over. I knew that the crisis of my dis- 
order had long passed. I knew that I had now 
fully recovered the use of my visual faculties— 
and yet it was dark—all dark—the intense and 
utter raylessness of the Night that endureth for 
evermore. 

I endeavored to shriek; and my lips and my 
parched tongue moved convulsively together in 
the attempt—but no voice issued from the cav- 
ernous lungs, which, oppressed as if by the 
weight of some incumbent mountain, gasped and 
palpitated, with the heart, at every elaborate and 
struggling inspiration. 

The movement of the jaws, in this effort to ery 
aloud, showed me that they were bound up, as is 
usual with the dead. I felt, too, that I lay upon 
some hard substance; and by something similar 
my sides were, also, closely compressed. So far, 
I had not vertured to stir any of my limbs—but 
now I violently threw up my arms, which had 
been lying at length, with the wrists crossed. 
They struck a solid wooden substanee, which ex- 
tended above my person at an elevation of not 
more than six inches from my face. I could no 
ag doubt that I reposed within a coffin at 

ast. 

And now, amid all my infinite miseries, came 
sweetly the cherub Hope—for I thought of my | 
precautions. I writhed, and made spasmodic ex- 
ertions to force open the lid: it would not move. 
I felt my wrists for the bell-rope: it was not to 
be found. And now the Comforter fled for ever, 
and a still sterner Despair reigned triumphant; 
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for I could not help perceiving the absence of the 
paddings which I had so carefully prepared— 
and then, too, there came suddenly to my nostrils 
the strong peculiar odor of moist earth. The 
conclusion was irresistible. I was not within the 
vault. I had fallen into a trance while absent 
from home—while among strangers—when, or 
how, I could not remember—and it was they who 
had buried me as a dog—nailed up in some com- 
' mon coffin—and thrust deep, deep, and for ever, 
into some ordinary and nameless grave. 

As this awful conviction forced itself, thus, 
into the innermost chambers of my soul, I once 
again struggled to ery aloud. And in this sec- 
ond endeavor I succeeded. A long, wild, and 
- continuous shriek, or yell, of agony, resounded 
through the realms of the subterranean Night. 

“*Hillo! hillo, there!’’ said a gruff voice, in 
reply. 

CeWhat the devil’s the matter now!’’ said a 
second. 

_ “*Get out o’ that!’’ said a third. 

‘What do you mean by yowling in that ere 
_ kind of style, like a catymount?’’ said a fourth; 
and hereupon I was seized and shaken without 
ceremony, for several minutes, by a junto of 
very rough-looking individuals. They did not 
arouse me from my slumber—for I was wide- 
awake when I screamed—but they restored me to 
the full possession of my memory. 

This adventure occurred near Richmond, in 
Virginia. Accompanied by a friend, I had pro- 
eeeded, upon a gunning expedition, some miles 
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down the banks of the James River. Night ap- 
proached, and we were overtaken by a storm. 
The cabin of a small sloop lying at anchor in the 
stream, and laden with garden mould, afforded 
us the only available shelter. We made the best 
of it, and passed the night on board. I slept in 
one of the only two berths in the vessel—and the 
berths of a sloop of sixty or seventy tons need 
searcely be deseribed. That which I occupied 
had no bedding of any kind. Its extreme width 
was eighteen inches. The distance of its bottom 
from the deck overhead was precisely the same. 
J found it a matter of exceeding difficulty to 
squeeze myself in. Nevertheless, I slept sound- 
ly; and the whole of my vision—for it was no 
dream, and no nightmare—arose naturally from 
the circumstances of my position—from my or- 
dinary bias of thought—and from the difficulty, 
to which I have alluded, of collecting my senses, 
and especially of regaining my memory, for a 
long time after awaking from slumber. The men 
who shook me were the crew of the sloop, and 
some laborers engaged to unload it. From the 
load itself came the earthy smell. The bandage 
about the jaws was a silk handkerchief in which 
I had bound up my head, in default of my ecus- 
tomary nightcap. 
The tortures endured, however, ¥ were indubit- 
ably quite equal, for the time, to those of actual 
sepulture. They were fearfully—they were in- 
oonceivably hideous; but out of Evil proceeded 
Good; for their very excess wrought in my spirit 
an inevitable revulsion. My soul acquired tone 
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—acquired temper. I went abroad. I took vig- 
orous exercise. I breathed the free air of Heaven. 
_ I thought upon other subjects than Death. I dis- 

earded my medical books. ‘‘Buchan’’ I burned. 
I read no ‘‘ Night Thoughts’’—no fustian about 
ehurch-yards—no bugaboo tales—such as this. 
In short I became a new man, and lived a man’s 
life. From that memorable night, I dismissed 
forever my charnel apprehensions, and with 
them vanished the cataleptic disorder, of which, 
perhaps, they had been less the consequence than 
the cause. 

There are moments when, even to the sober eye 
of Reason, the world of our sad Humanity may 
assume the semblance of a Hell—but the imagi- 
nation of man is no Carathis, to explore with im- 
punity its every cavern. Alas! the grim legion 
of sepulchral terrors cannot be regarded as alto- 
gether fanciful—but, like the Demons in whose 
company Afrasiab made his voyage down the 
Oxus, they must sleep, or they will devour us— 
‘they must be suffered to slumber, or we perish. 
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Tur thousand injuries of Fortunato I had 
borne as I best could; but when he ventured 
upon insult, I vowed revenge. You, who so well 
know the nature of my soul, will not suppose, 
however, that I gave utterance to a threat. At 
length I would be avenged; this was a point defi- 
nitely settled—but the very definitiveness with 
which it was resolved, precluded the idea of risk. 
I must not only punish, but punish with impu- 
nity. A wrong is unredressed when retribution 
overtakes its redresser. It is equally unredressed 
when the avenger fails to make himself felt as 
such to him who has done the wrong. 

It must be understood, that neither by word 
nor deed had I given Fortunato cause to doubt 
my good-will. I continued, as was my wont, to 
smile in his face, and he did not perceive that 
my smile now was at the thought of his immo- 
lation. 

He had a weak point—this Porrneenne 
though in other regards he was a man to be re- 
spected and even feared. He prided himself on — 
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his connoisseurship in wine. Few Italians have 
the true virtuoso spirit. For the most part their 
enthusiasm is adapted to suit the time and op- 
p9srtunity—to practise imposture upon the Brit- 
ish and Austrian millionaires. In painting and 


_ gemmary Fortunato, like his countrymen, was a 


quack—but in the matter of old wines he was 
sincere. In this respect I did not differ from 
him materially: I was skilful in the Italian vint- 
ages myself, and bought largely whenever I 
could. 

It was about dusk, one evening during the 
supreme madness of the carnival season, that I 
encountered my friend. He accosted me with 
excessive warmth, for he had been drinking 
much. The man wore motley. He had on a tight- 
fitting parti-striped dress, and his head was sur- 
mounted by the conical cap and bells. I was so 
pleased to see him, that I thought I should never 
have done wringing his hand. 

I said to him: ‘‘ My dear Fortunato, you are 


_ luckily met. How remarkably well you are look- 
ing to-day! But I have received a pipe of what 
passes for Amontillado, and I have my doubts.’ 


“ How? ’’ said he. ‘‘ Amontillado? A pipe? 


. Impossible! And in the middle of the carnival! ”’ 


*“ I have my doubts,’’ I replied; ‘‘ and I was 


silly enough to pay the full Amontillado price 


without consulting you in the matter. You were 


not to be found, and I was fearful of losing a 


bargain.’’ 
“ Amontillado! ”’ 
ok ore my doubts@M. GLLIOTT LIBRARY 
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“* Amontillado! ”’ 

‘¢ And I must satisfy them.’’ 

‘« Amontillado! ”’ 

** As you are engaged, I am on my way to 
Luchesi. If any one has a critical turn, it is he. 
He will tell me——’’ 

‘‘ Luchesi cannot tell Amontillado from 
Sherry.”’ 

‘« And yet some fools will have it that his taste 
is a match for your own.”’ 

““ Come, let us go.”’ 

‘¢ Whither? ’’ 

“To your vaults.’’ 

** My friend, no; I will not impose upon your 
good nature. I perceive you have an engage- 
ment. Luchesi a 

‘** T have no engagement ;—come.’’ 

‘* My friend, no. It is not the engagement, but 
the severe cold with which I perceive you are af- 
flicted. The vaults are insufferably damp. They 
are encrusted with nitre.’’ 

“* Let us go, nevertheless. The cold is merely 
nothing. Amontillado! You have been imposed 
upon. And as for Luchesi, he cannot distinguish 
Sherry from Amontillado.’’ 

Thus speaking, Fortunato possessed himself of 
my arm. Putting on a mask of black silk, and 
drawing a roquelaire closely about my person, I 
suffered him to hurry me to my palazzo. 

There were no attendants at home; they had 
absconded to make merry in honor of the time. 
I had told them that I should not return until 
the morning, and had given them explicit orders | 
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not to stir from the house. These orders were 
sufficient, I weli knew, to insure their immediate 
disappearance, one and all, as soon as my back 
was turned. 

I took from their sconces two flambeaux, and 
giving one to Fortunato, bowed him through sev- 
eral suites of rooms to the archway that led into 
the vaults. I passed down a long and winding 
staircase, requesting him to be cautious as he fol- 
lowed. We came at length to the foot of the 
descent, and stood together on the damp ground 
of the catacombs of the Montresors. 

The gait of my friend was unsteady, and the 
bells upon his cap jingled as he strode. 

** The pipe? ’’ said he. 

‘< Tt is farther on,’’ said I; ‘‘ but observe the 
white webwork which gleams from these cavern 
walls,’’ 

He turned toward me, and looked into my eyes 


with two filmy orbs that distilled the rheum of 
intoxication. 


‘* Nitre? ’’ he asked, at length. 

“* Nitre,’’ I replied. ‘‘ How long have you had 
that cough? ’’ 

*“Ugh! ugh! ugh!—ugh! ugh! ugh!—ugh! 


ugh! ugh!—ugh! ugh! ugh!—ugh! ugh! ugh! ”’ 


My poor friend found it impossible to reply, 
for many minutes. 

** Tt is nothing,’ he said, at last. 

** Come,’’ I said, with decision, ‘* we will ga 
back; your health is precious. You are rich, 
respected, admired, beloved; you are happy, as 
once I was. You are a man to be missed. For 
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me it is no matter. We will go back; you will 
be ill, and I cannot be responsible. Besides, there 
is Luchesi: i 

‘* Enough,’’ he said; ‘‘ the cough is a mere 
nothing; it will not kill me. I shall not die of a 
cough.’’ 

‘« True—true,’’ I replied; ‘* and, indeed, I had 
no intention of alarming you unnecessarily ; but 
you should use all proper caution, A draught 
of this Medoe will defend us from the damps.’’ 

Here I knocked off the neck of a bottle which 


I drew from a long row of its fellows that lay | 


upon the mould. 

** Drink,’’ I said, presenting him the wine. 

He raised it to his lips with a leer. He paused 
and nodded to me familiarly, while his bells 
jingled. 

‘I drink,’’ he said, ‘‘ to the buried that re- 
pose around us.”’ 

** And I to your long life.’’ 

He again took my arm, and we proceeded. 

‘¢ These vaults,’’ he said, ‘‘ are extensive.”’ 

‘¢ The Montresors,’’ I replied, ** were a great 
and numerous family.”” 

** T forgot your arms,’ 


** A huge human ed d’or, in a field azure; 4 
the foot crushes a serpent rampant whose fangs — 


are imbedded in the heel.’’ 
** And the motto? ’”’ 
** Nemo me impune lacessit.’? 
My Good! ”” he said. 


The wine sparkled in his eyes and the baad | 


jingled. My own fancy grew warm with the 
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Medoe. We had passed through walls of piled 
bones, with casks and puncheons intermingling, 
into the inmost recesses of the catacombs. I 
paused again, and this time I made bold to seize 
Fortunato by an arm above the elbow. 
**¢ The nitre! ’’ I said; ‘‘ see, it increases. It 
_ hangs like moss upon the vaults. We are below 
' the river’s bed. The drops of moisture trickle 
among the bones. Come, we will go back ere it 
is too late. Your cough. * 
‘* It is nothing,”’’ he said; ‘‘ let us go on. ,But 
first, another draught of the Medoc.’’ 
I broke and reached him a flagon of De Grave. 
He emptied it at a breath. His eyes flashed with 
a fierce light. He laughed and threw the bottle 
- upward with a gesticulation I did not under- 
‘stand. 
I looked at him in surprise. He repeated the 
- movement—a grotesque one. 
** You do not comprehend? ’’ he said. 
** Not I,’’ I replied. 
*« Then you are not of the brotherhood.” 
“e How? bird 
** You are not of the masons.’” 
™ * Yes, yes,’’ I said; ‘‘ yes, yes.’ 
i" You? Impossible! A at i 
_ * & mason,’’ I replied. 
per cA sign,” he said. 
“Tt is this,’’ I answered, producing a trowel 
- from beneath the folds of my roquelaire. 
“You jest,’’ he exclaimed, recoiling a few 
paces. *‘ But let us proceed to the Amontillado.”? 
* Be it so,’’ I said, replacing the tool beneath 
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the cloak, and again offering him my arm. He 
leaned upon it heavily. We continued our route 
in search of the Amontillado. We passed through 
a range of low arches, descended, passed on, and 
descending again, arrived at a deep erypt, in 
which the foulness of the air caused our flam- 
beaux rather to glow than flame. 
At the most remote end of the erypt there ap- 
_ peared another less spacious. Its walls had been 
lined with human remains, piled to the vault 
overhead, in the fashion of the great catacombs 
of Paris. Three sides of this interior erypt were 
still ornamented in this manner. From the 
fourth the bones had been thrown down, and lay 
promiscuously upon the earth, forming at one 
point a mound of some size. Within the wall 
thus exposed by the displacing of the bones, we 
_ perceived a still interior recess, in depth about 
four feet, in width three, in height six or seven. 
It seemed to have been constructed for no espe- 
cial use within itself, but formed merely the in- 
terval between two of the colossal supports of the 
roof of the catacombs, and was backed by one of 
their circumscribing walls of solid granite. 

Tt was in vain that Fortunato, uplifting his 
dull torch, endeavored to pry into the depth of 
the recess. Its termination the feeble light did 
not enable us to see. 

** Proceed,’’ I said; ‘‘ herein is the Amontil- 
lado. As for Luchesi—”” 

‘*He is an ignoramus,”’ interrupted my 
friend, as he stepped unsteadily forward, while 
I followed immediately at his heels. In an in- 
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stant he had reached the extremity of the niche, 
and finding his progress arrested by the roek, 
stood stupidly bewildered. A moment more and 
I had fettered him to the granite. In its surface 
were two iron staples, distant from each other 
about two feet, horizontally. From one of these 
depended a short chain, from the other a pad- 
lock. Throwing the links about his waist, it was 
but the work of a few seconds to secure it. He 
was too much astounded to resist. Withdrawing 
the key I stepped back from the recess. 

** Pass your hand,’’ I said, ‘“‘ over the wall; 
you cannot help feeling the nitre. Indeed it is 
very damp. Once more let me implore you to 
return. No? Then I must positively leave you. 
But I must first render you all the little atten- 
_ tions in my power.’’ 

“The Amontillado!’’ ejaculated my friend, 
not yet recovered from his astonishment. 

** True,’’ I replied; ‘‘ the Amontillado.’’ 

As I said these words I busied myself among 
the pile of bones of which I have before spoken. | 
Throwing them aside, I soon uncovered a quan- 
tity of building stone and mortar. With these 
_ materials and with-the aid of my trowel, I be- 
. gan vigorously to wall up os entrance ‘of the 
niche. 

I had scarcely laid the first Bee of the masonry 
when I discovered that the intoxication of For- 
_ tunato had in a great measure worn off. The 
earliest indication I had of this was a low moan- 
ing ery from the depth of the recess. It was not 
the ery of a drunken man. There was then a 
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long and obstinate silence. I laid the second tier, 
ahd the third, and the fourth; and then I heard 
the furious vibrations of the chain. The noise 
lasted for several minutes, during which, that 
I might hearken to it with the more satisfaction, 
I ceased my labors and sat down upon the bones. 
When at last the clanking subsided, I resumed 
the trowel, and finished without interruption the 
fifth, the sixth, and,the seventh tier. The wall 
was now nearly upon a level with my breast. 
I again paused, and holding the flambeaux over 
the mason-work, threw a few feeble rays upon the 
figure within. 

A succession of loud and shrill screams, burst- 
ing suddenly from the throat of the chained 
form, seemed to thrust me violently back. For 
a brief moment I hesitated—I trembled. Un- 
sheathing my rapier, I began to grope with it 
about the recess; but the thought of an instant 
reassured me. I placed my hand upon the solid 
fabrie of the catacombs, and felt satisfied. I re- 
approached the wall. I replied to the yells of 
him who eclamored. I re-echoed—I aided—I sur- 
passed them in volume and in strength. I did 
this, and the clamorer grew still. 

It was now midnight, and my task was draw- 
ing to a close. I had completed the eighth, the 
ninth, and the tenth tier. I had finished a por- 
tion of the last and the eleventh; there remained 
but a single stone to be fitted and plastered in. 
J struggled with its weight; I placed it partially 
in its destined position. But now there came 
from out the niche a low laugh that erected the 
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hairs upon my head. It was succeeded by a sad 
voice, which I had difficulty in recognizing as 
that of the noble Fortunato. The voice said— 

“< Ha! ha! ha!—he! he!—a very good joke in- 
deed—an excellent jest. We will have many a 
rich laugh about it at the palazzo—he! he! he!— 
over our wine—he! he! he! ”’ 

“<The Amontillado! ’’ I said. 

‘* He! he! he!—he! he! he;—yes, the Amon- 
tillado, But is it not getting late? Will not they 
be awaiting us at the palazzo, the Lady Fortu- 
nato and the rest? Let us be gone.”’ 

““ Yes,’’ I said, ‘‘ let us be gone.’ 

“ For the love of God, Hocvresoe? i 

jes, dsaid, “* for the love of God! ”’ 

But to these words I hearkened in vain for a 
reply. I grew impatient. I called aloud: 

** Fortunato! ”’ 

No answer. I called again: 

** Fortunato! ”’ 

No answer still, I thrust a torch through the 
- remaining aperture and let it fall within. There 
eame forth in return only a jingling of the bells. 
My heart grew sick—on account of the dampness 
of the catacombs. I hastened to make an end 
' of my labor. I forced the last stone into its posi- 
tion ; I plastered it up. Against the new masonry 
I re-erected the old rampart of bones. For the 
half of a century no mortal has disturbed them. 
In pace requiescat! 
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[Published in The Pioneer, January, 1843.] 


True !—nervous—very, very dreadfully ner- 
vous I had been and am! but why will you say — 
that Iam mad? The disease had sharpened my — 
senses—not destroyed—not dulled them. Above 
all was the sense of hearing acute. I heard all 
_ things in the heaven and in the earth. I heard 
many things in hell. How, then, am I mad? 
Hearken !and observe how healthily—how calmly © 
I can tell you the whole story. \ 

It is impossible to say how first the idea en-— 
tered my brain; but once conceived, it haunted © 
me day and night. Object there was none. Pas-— 
sion there was none. I loved the old man. He 
had never wronged me. He had never given me’ 
insult. For his gold I had no desire. I think 
it was his eye! yes, it was this! One of his eyes” 
resembled that of a vulture—a pale blue eye, 
with a film over it. Whenever it fell upon me, 
my blood ran cold; and so by degrees—very 
gradually—I made up my mind to take the life 
of the old man, and thus rid myself of the ore 
for ever. 

60 
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Now this is the point. You fancy me mad. 
Madmen know nothing. But you should have 
seen me. You should have seen how wisely I 
proceeded—with what caution—with what fore- 
sight—with what dissimulation I went to work! 

I was never kinder to the old man than during 
the whole week before I killed him. And every, 
night, about midnight, I turned the latch of his 
door and opened it—oh, so gently! And then, 
when I had made an opening sufficient for my 
head, I put in a dark lantern, all closed, closed, 
so that no light shone out, and then I thrust in 
my head. Oh, you would have laughed to see 
how cunningly I thrust itin! I moved it slowly 
—very, very slowly, so that I might not disturb 
the old man’ssleep. It took me an hour to place 
my whole head within the opening so far that I 
could see him as he lay upon his bed. Ha!— 
would a madman have been so wise as this? And 
_ then, when my head was well in the room, I un- 
did the lantern cautiously—oh, so cautiously— 
cautiously (for the hinges creaked)—I undid it 
just so much that a single thin ray fell upon the 
vulture eye. And this I did for seven long 
_nights—every night just at midnight—but I 
- found the eye always closed; and so it was im- 
possible to do the work; for it was not the old 
man who vexed me, but his Evil Eye. And 
‘every morning, when the day broke, I went bold- 
_ ly into the chamber, and spoke courageously to 
him, calling him by name in a hearty tone, and 
inquiring how he had passed the night. So you 
see he would have been a very profound old man. 
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indeed, to suspect that every night, just at 
twelve, I looked in upon him while he slept. 

Upon the eighth night I was more than usually 
cautious in opening the door. A watch’s min- 
ute hands moves more quickly than did mine. 
Never before that night had I felt the extent of 
my own powers—of my sagacity. I could 
scarcely contain my feelings of triumph. ‘To 
think that there I was, opening the door, little by 
little, and he not even to dream of my secret 
deeds or thoughts. I fairly chuckled at the idea; 
and perhaps he heard me; for he moved on the 
bed suddenly, as if startled. Now you may 
think that I drew back—but no. His room was 
as black as pitch with the thick darkness, (for 
the shutters were close fastened, through fear 
of robbers,) and so I knew that he could not see 
the opening of the door, and I kept pushing it on 
steadily, steadily. 

I had my head in, and was about to open the 
lantern, when my thumb slipped upon the tin 
fastening, and the old man sprang up in the bed, 
erying out—‘‘Who’s there?’’ 

I kept quite still and said nothing. For a 
whole hour I did not move a muscle, and in the 
meantime I did not hear him lie down. He was 
still sitting up in the bed listening ;—just as I 
have done, night after night, hearkening to the 
death watches in the wall. 

Presently I heard a slight groan, and I knew 
it was the groan of mortal terror. It was not 
a groan of pain or of grief—oh no!—it was the 
low stifled sound that arises from the bottom of 
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the soul when overcharged with awe. I knew 
the sound well. Many a night, just at midnight, 
when all the world slept, it has welled up from 
my own bosom, deepening, with its dreadful 
echo, the terrors that distracted me. I say I 
knew it well. I knew what the old man felt, 
and pitied him, although I chuckled at heart. 
I knew that he had been lying awake ever since 
the first slight noise, when he had turned in the 
bed. His fears had been ever since growing 
upon him. He had been trying to fancy them 
eauseless, but could not. He had been saying 
to himself—‘‘Tt is nothing but the wind in the 
ehimney—it is only a mouse crossing the floor,’’ 
““it is merely a cricket which has made a 
single chirp.’’ Yes, he has been trying to com- 
fort himself with these suppositions; but he 
had found all in vain. All in vain; because 
Death, in approaching him, had stalked with his 
‘black shadow before him, and enveloped the 
victim. And it was the mournful influence of 
the unperceived shadow that caused him to feel 
—although he neither saw nor heard—to feel 
the presence of my head within the room. 
When I had waited a long time, very patient- 
ly, without hearing him lie down, I resolved to 
open a little—a very, very little crevice in the 
lantern. So I opened it—you cannot imagine 
how stealthily, stealthily—until, at length, a 
‘single dim ray, like the thread of the spider, 
shot from out the crevice and full upon the vul- 
ture eye. 
It was open—wide, wide open—and I grew 


ip 
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furious as I gazed upon it. /I saw it with perfect 
distinctness—all a dull blue, with a hideous 
veil over it that chilled the very marrow in my 
bones; but I could see nothing else of the old 
man’s face or person: for I had directed the 
ray as if by instinct, precisely upon the damned 
spot. 

And now have I not told you that what you 
mistake for madness is but over-acuteness of 
the senses?—now, I say, there came to my ears 
a low, dull, quick sound, such as a watch makes 
when enveloped in cotton. I knew that sound 
well too. It was the beating of the old man’s 
heart. It increased my fury, as the beating 
of a drum stimulates the soldier into courage. 


But even yet I refrained and kept still. I 


scarcely breathed. I held the lantern motion- 
less. I tried how steadily I could maintain the 
ray upon the eye. Meantime the hellish tattoo 


of the heart increased. It grew quicker and 


quicker, and louder and louder every instant. 
The old man’s terror must have been extreme! 
It grew louder, I say, louder every moment !— 


do you mark me well? I have told you that I — 
am nervous: so I am. And now at the dead . 


hour of the night, amid the dreadful silence of 


that old house, so strange a noise as this excited — 
me to uncontrollable terror. Yet, for some min- | 


utes longer I refrained and stood still. But the 


beating grew louder, louder! I thought the — 
heart must burst. And now a new anxiety 


seized me—the sound would be heard by @ 


neighbor! The old man’s hour had come! . 


4 
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With a loud yell, I threw open the lantern and 
leaped into the room. He shrieked once—once 
only. In an instant I dragged him to the floor, 
and pulled the heavy bed over him. I then 
smiled gaily, to find the deed so far done. But, 
_ for many minutes, the heart beat on with a muf- 
fied sound. This, however, did not vex me; it 
would not be heard through the wall. At 
length it ceased. The old man was.2ad. I re- 
moved the bed and examined the corpse. Yes, 
_he was stone, stone dead. I placed my hand 
upon the heart and held it there many minutes. 
There was no pulsation. He was stone dead. 
His eye would trouble me no more. 

Tf still you think me mad, you will think so 
no longer when I describe the wise precautions 
I took for the concealment of the body. The 
night waned, and I worked hastily, but in si- 
lence. First of all I dismembered the corpse. 
I eut off the head and the arms and the legs. 

I then took up three planks from the flooring 
of the chamber, and deposited all between the 
_seantlings. I then replaced the boards so clev- 

erly, so cunningly, that no human eye—not even 
his—could have detected any thing wrong. 
There was nothing to wash out—no stain of any 
kind—no blood-spot whatever. I had been too 
wary for that. A tub had caught all—ha! ha! 
_ When I had made an end of these labors, it 
was four o’clock—still dark as midnight. As 
the bell sounded the hour, there came a knock- 
ing at the street door. I went down to open it 
with a light heart,—for what had I now to fear? 


&u 
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There entered three men, who introduced them- 
selves, with perfect suavity, as officers of the 
police. A shriek had been heard by a neighbor 
during the night; suspicion of foul play had 
been aroused; information had been lodged at 
the pclice office, and they (the officers) had been 
deputed to search the premises. 

I smiled,—for what had I to fear? I bade 
the gentlemen welcome. The shriek, I said, was 
my owninaadream. The old man, I mentioned, 
was absent in the country. I took my visitors 
ail over the house. I bade them search—search 
well. I led them, at length, to his chamber. I 
showed them his treasures, secure, undisturbed. 
In the enthusiasm of my confidence, I brought 
chairs into the room, and desired them here to 
rest from their fatigues, while 1 myself, in the 
wild audacity of my perfect triumph, placed my 
own seat upon the very spot beneath which re- 
posed the corpse of the victim. 

The officers were satisfied. My manner had 
convinced them. I was singularly at ease, 
They sat, and while I answered cheerily, they 
ehatted familiar things. But, ere long, I felt 


myself getting pale and wished them gone. My q 


head ached, and I fancied a ringing in my ears: 


but still they sat and still chatted. The ring- q 


ee a ee ee ee ee ae ee 


ing became more distinct:—it continued and ~ 


became more distinct: I talked more freely to © 
get rid of the feeling: but it continued and ~ 
gained definitiveness—until, at length, I found © 


that. the noise was not within my ears. 


No doubt I now grew very pale;—but I 4 
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talked more fluently, and with a heightened 
voice. Yet the sound increased—and what 
could I do? It was a low, dull, quick sound— 
much such @ sound as a watch makes when en- 
veloped in cotton. I gasped for breath—and 
yet the officers heard it not. I talked more 
quickly—more vehemently; but the noise stead- 
‘ily increased. I arose and argued about trifles, 
in a high key and with violent gesticulations, 
but the noise steadily increased. Why would 
they not be gone? I paced the floor to and fro 
with heavy strides, as if excited to fury by the 
_ observation of the men—but the noise steadily 

“inereased. Oh God! what could I do? I 


' foamed—I raved—I swore! I swung the chair 


upon which I had been sitting, and grated it 
upon the boards, but the noise arose over all 
and continually increased. It grew louder— 
louder—touder! And still the men chatted 
pleasantly, and smiled. Was it possible they 
- heard not? Almighty God!—no, no! They 
_ heard!—they suspected!—they knew!—they 
‘were making a mockery of my horror !—this I 


_ thought, and this I think. But any thing was 


better than this agony! Any thing was more 
- tolerable than this derision! I could bear those 
hypocritical smiles no longer! I felt that I must 
seream or die!—and now—again—hark! louder! 
louder! louder! louder !— 

__ *Villains!’’ I shrieked, ‘‘dissemble no more! 
I admit the deed!—tear up the planks!—here, 

here !—it is the beating of his hideous heart !’’ 
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THE BLACK CAT 


{Published in The Philadelphia United States Satur- 
day Post, August 19, 1843.] 


For the most wild yet most homely narrative 
which I am about to pen, I neither expect nor 
solicit belief. Mad indeed would I be to ex- 
pect it, in a case where my very senses reject 
their own evidence. Yet, mad am I not—and 
very surely do I not dream. But to-morrow I 
die, and to-day I would unburden my soul. My 
immediate purpose is to place before the world, 
plainly, succinctly, and without comment, a 
series of mere household events. In their con- 
sequences, these events have terrified—have tor- 
tured—have destroyed me. Yet I will not at- 
tempt to expound them. To me, they have pre- 
sented little but horror—to many they will seem 
less terrible than baroques. Hereafter, per- 
haps, some intellect may be found which will re- 
duce my phantasm to the commonplace—some 
intellect more calm, more logical, and far less 
excitable than my own, which will perceive, in 
the circumstances I detail with awe, nothing 
more than an ordinary succession of very Si odcdan 
causes and effects, 
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From my infancy I was noted for the docility 
and humanity of my disposition. My tender- 
ness of heart was even so conspicuous as to make 
_ me the jest of my companions. I was especially 
fond of animals, and was indulged by my parents 
with a great variety of pets. With these I spent 
most of my time, and never was so happy as 


when feeding and caressing them. This pecu- 


liarity of character grew with my growth, and, 
in my manhood, I derived from it one of my 
principal sources of pleacure. To those whe 
have cherished an affection for a faithful and 
sagacious dog, I need hardly be at the trouble of 
explaining the nature or the intensity of the 
gratification thus derivable. There is something 
in the unselfish and self-sacrificing loye of a 
brute, which goes directly to the heart of him 
who has had frequent occasion to test the paltry 
friendship and gossamer fidelity of mere Man. 

I married early, and was happy to find in my 
wife a disposition not uncongenial with my own. 
Observing my partiality for domestic pets, she 
lost no opportunity of procuring those of the 
most agreeable kind. We had birds, gold-fish, 
a fine dog, rabbits, a small monkey, and a cat. 

___ This latter was a remarkably large and beau- 

tiful animal, entirely black, and sagacious to an 
astonishing degree. In speaking of his intelli- 
gence, my wife, who at heart was not a little 
tinctured with superstition, made frequent allu- 
sion to the ancient popular notion, which re- 
garded all black eats as witches in disguise. Not 
that she was ever serious upon this point—and I 

I. 
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mention the matter at all for no better reasom 
than that it happens, just now, to be remem- 
bered. 

Pluto—this was the cat’s name—was my fa- 
vorite pet and playmate. I alone fed him, and 
he attended me wherever I went about the 
house. It was even with difficulty that I could 
prevent him from following me through the 
streets. 

Our friendship lasted, in this manner, for 
several years, during which my general temper- 
ament and character—through the instrumen- 
tality of the Fiend Intemperance—had (i blush 


to confess it) experienced a radical alteration 


for the worse. I grew, day by day, more 
moody, more irritable, more regardless of the 
feelings of others. I suffered myself to use in- 
temperate language to my wife. At length, I 
even offered her personal violence. My pets, of 
course, were made to feel the change in my dis- 
position. I not only neglected, but ill-used them. 
For Pluto, however, I still retained sufficient: 
regard to restrain me from maltreating him, as 
I made no scruple of maltreating the rabbits, the 
monkey, or even the dog, when, by accident, or 
through affection, they came in my way. But 
my disease grew upon me—for what disease is 


like Aleohol!—and at length even Pluto, who — 


was now becoming old, and consequently some- 


what peevish—even Pluto began to experience — 


the effects of my ill temper. 
_ One night, returning home, much intoxieated, 
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from one of my haunts about town, I fancied 
that the cat avoided my presence. I seized him; 
when, in his fright at my violence, he inflicted @ 
_ slight wound upon my hand with his teeth. The 
fury of a demon instantly possessed me. I knew 
myself no longer. My original soul seemed, at 
onee, to take its flight from my body; and a more 
than fiendish malevolence, gin-nurtured, thrilled 
_ every fibre of my frame. i took from my waist- 
coat-pocket a penknife, opened it, grasped the 
poor beast by the throat, and deliberately cut 
one of its eyes from the socket! I blush, I burn, 
I shudder, while I pen the damnable atrocity. 
When reason returned with the morning— 
_ when I had slept off the fumes of the night’s 
_ debauch—I experienced a sentiment half of hor- 
ror, half of remorse, for the erime of, which I had 
been guilty; but it was,.at best, a feeble and 
equivocal feeling, and the soul remained un- 
touched. I again plunged into excess, and soon 
drowned in wine all memory of the deed. 

In the meantime the cat slowly recovered. The 
socket of the lost eye presented, it is true, a 
frightful appearance, but he no longer appeared 
to suffer any pain. He went about the house as 
usual, but, as might be expected, fled in extreme 
terror at my approach. I had so much of iny old 
heart left, as to be at first grieved by this evident 

dislike on the part of a creature which had once 
so loved me. But this feeling soon gave place to 
irritation. And then came, as if to my final and 
irrevocable overthrow, the eke of Prrverss- 
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ness.* Of this spirit philosophy takes no account. 
Yet I am not more sure that my soul lives, than 
I am that perverseness is one of the primitive im- 
pulses of the human heart—one of the indivisible 
primary faculties, or sentiments, which give di- 
rection to the character of Man. ‘Who has not, a 
hundred times, found himself committing a vile 
or a stupid action, for no other reason than be- 
eause he knows he should not? Have we not a 
perpetual inclination, in the teeth of our best 
judgment, to violate that which is Law, merely 
because we understand it to be such? This spirit 
of perverseness, I say, came to my final over- 
throw. It was this unfathomable longing of the 
soul to vex itself—to offer violence to its own nae 
ture—to do wrong for the wrong’s sake only— 
that urged me to continue and finally to consume 
mate the injury I had inflicted upon the unof- 
fending brute. ‘One morning, in eold blood, I 
slipped a noose about its neck and hung it to the 
limb of a tree ;—hung it with the tears streaming 
from my eyes, and with the bitterest remorse at 
my heart;—hung it because I knew that it had 
loved me, and because I felt it had given me no 
reason of offence;—hung it because I knew that 
in so doing I was committing a sin—a deadly sin 
that would so jeopardize my immortal soul as to 
plaze it—if such a thing were possible—even be- 
yond the reach of the infinite mercy of the Most 
Merciful and Most Terrible God. 
On the night of the day on which this most 


*Cf. “The Imp of the Perverse,” vol. v., present edition. 
==~HDITOR. 
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eruel deed was done, I was aroused from sleep by 
the ery of fire. The curtains of my bed were m 
flames. The whole house was blazing. It was 
with great difficulty that my wife, a servant, and 
myself, made our escape from the conflagration. 
The destruction was complete. My entire world- 


be 
self 3 
1 am above the weakness of secking to estab- 
lish a sequence of cause and effect, between the 
| disaster and the atrocity. But I am detailing a 
Schatten of facle—and wish not to leave even a pos 
sible link imperfect. On the day succeeding the 
fire, I visited the rnins. The walls, with one ex- 
ception, had fallen in. This exception was found 
| @ 4 compartment wall, not very thick, whick 
; about the middle of the house, and against 
rested the head of my bed. The plas- 


stood 
which 


a sched and so, 2 f graven in bas-relief mpos 
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my terror were extreme. But at length reflec. 
tion came to my aid. The cat, I remembered, 
had been hung in a garden adjacent to the house. ; 
Upon the alarm of fire, this garden had been im- 
mediately filled by the crowd—by some one of 
whom the animal must have been cut from the 
tree and thrown, through an open window, into 
my chamber. This had probably been done with 
the view of arousing me from sleep. The falling 
of other walls had compressed the victim of my 
eruelty into the substance of the freshly-spread 
plaster; the lime of which, with the flames, and 
the ammonia from the carcass, had then accom- 
plished the portraiture as I saw it. 

Although I thus readily accounted to my rea- 
son, if not altogether to my conscience, for the 
startling fact just detailed, it did not the less fail 
to make a deep impression upon my faney. For 
months I could not rid myself of the phantasm 
of the cat; and, during this period, there came 
back into my spirit a half sentiment that seemed, 
but was not, remorse. I went so far as to regret 
the loss of the anima!, and to look about me, 
among the vile haunts which I now habitually 
frequented, for another pet of the same species, 
and of somewhat similar appearance, with which 
to supply its place. : 

One night as I sat, half stupefied, in a den of 
more than infamy, my attention was suddenly 
drawn to some black object, reposing upon the 
head of one of the immense hogsheads of gin, or — 
of rum, which constituted the chief furniture of 
the apartment. I had been looking steadily at 
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the top of this hogshead for some minutes, and 
what now caused me surprise was the fact that I 
had not sooner perceived the object. thereupon. 
I approached it, and touched it with my hand. 
It was a black cat—a very large one—fully as 
large as Pluto, and closely resembling him in 
every respect but one. Pluto had not a white 
hair upon any portion of his body; but this eat 
had a large, although indefinite splotch of white, 
covering nearly the whole region of the breast 

Upon my touching him, he immediately arose, 
purred loudly, rubbed against my hand, and ap- 
peared delighted with my notice. This, then, was 
the very creature of which I was in search. I at 
once offered to purchase it of the landlord; but 
this person made no claim to it—knew nothing of 
it—had never seen it before. 

I continued my caresses, and when I raenoed 
to go home, the animal evinced a disposition to 
accompany me. I permitted it to do so; oceae, 

sionally stooping and patting it as I proceeded. 
When it reached the house it domesticated itself 
at once, and became immediately a great favorite 
with my wife. 

For my own part, I soon found a dislike to # 
arising within me. This was just the reverse of 
what I had anticipated; but—I know not how or 
why it was—its evident fondness for myself 
rather disgusted and annoyed me. By slow de- 
grees these feelings of disgust and annoyance 
rose into the bitterness of hatred. I avoided the 
ereature; a certain sense of shame, and the re- 
membrance of my former deed of ernelty, pre- 
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venting me from physically abusing it. I did 
not, for some weeks, strike, or otherwise violent- 
ly ill use it; but gradually—very gradually—tI 
came to look upon it with unutterable loathing, 
and to flee silently from its odious presence, as 
from the breath of a pestilence. 

What added, no doubt, to my hatred of the 
beast, was the discovery, on the morning after I 
brought it home, that, like Pluto, it also had been 
deprived of one of its eyes. This circumstance, 
however, only endeared it to my wife, who, as lL 
have already said, possessed, in a high degree, 
that humanity of feeling which had once been 
my distinguishing trait, and the source of many 
of my simplest and purest pleasures. : 

With my aversion to this cat, however, its par- 
tiality for myself seemed to increase. It followed 
my footsteps with a pertinacity which it would 
be difficult to make the reader comprehend. 
Wherever I sat, it would crouch beneath my 
chair, or spring upon my Imees, covering me 
with its loathsome caresses. If I arose to walk 
it would get between my feet and thus nearly 
throw me down, or, fastening its long and sharp 
claws in my dress, clamber, in this manner, to my 
breast. At such times, although I longed to de- 
stroy it with a blow, I was yet withheld from so 
doing, partly by a memory of my former crime, — 
but chiefly—let me confess it at once—by abso- 
lute dread of the beast. 

@ This dread was not exactly a dread of physical 
evil—and yet I should be at a loss how otherwise 
_to define it. I am almost ashamed to own—yes, 
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even in this felon’s cell, I am almost ashamed to 
own—that the terror and horror with which the 
animal inspired me, had been heightened by one 
of the merest chimeras it would be possible to 
conceive. My wife had called my attention, more 
than once, to the character of the mark of white 
hair, of which I have spoken, and which consti- 
tuted the sole visible difference between the 
strange beast and the one I had destroyed. The 
reader will remember that this mark, although 
large, had been originally very indefinite; but, 
by slow degrees—degrees nearly imperceptible, 
and which for a long time my reason struggled 
to reject as fanciful—it had, at length, assumed. 
a rigorous distinctness of outline. It was now. 
the representation of an object that I shudder to 
‘name—and for this, above all, I loathed, and 
dreaded, and would have rid myself of the mon- 
ster had I dared—it was now, I say, the image of 
a hideous—of a ghastly thing—of the GaLLows! 
—oh, mournful and terrible engine of Horror 
and of Crime—of Agony and of Death! 
And now was I indeed wretched beyond the 
wretchedness of mere Humanity. And a brute 
beast—whose fellow I had contemptuously de- 
stroyed—a brute beast to work out for me—for 
me, a man fashioned in the-image of the High 
God—so much of insufferable woe! Alasd 
neither by day nor by night knew I the blessing 
of rest any more! During the former the erea- 
ture left me no moment alone, and in the latter 2 
started hourly from dreams of unutterablie fear 
to find the hot breath of the thing upon my face, 
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and its vast weight—an incarnate nightmare 
that I had no power to shake off—incumbent 
eternally upon my heart! 

Beneath the pressure of torments such as these 
the feeble remnant of the good within me suc- 
cumbed. Evil thoughts became my sole inti- 
mates—the darkest and most evil of thoughts. 
The moodiness of my usual temper increased to 
hatred of all things and of all mankind; while 
from the sudden, frequent, and ungovernable 
eutbursts of a fury to which I now blindly aban- 
doned myself, my uncomplaining wife, alas! was 
the most usual and the most patient of sufferers. 

One day she accompanied me,upon some house- 
hold errand, into the cellar of the old building 
which our poverty compelled us to inhabit. The 
eat followed me down the steep stairs, and, near- 
ly throwing me headlong, exasperated me to 
madness. Uplifting an axe, and forgetting in 
my wrath the childish dread which had hitherto 
stayed my hand, I aimed a blow at the animal, 
which, of course, would have proved instantly 
fatal had it descended as I wished. But this blow 
was arrested by the hand of my wife. Goaded 
by the interference into a rage more than demon- 
iacal, I withdrew my arm from her grasp and 
buried the axe in her brain. She fell dead upon 
the spot without a groan. 

This hideous murder accomplished, I set my- 
self forthwith, and with entire deliberation, to 
the task of concealing the body. I knew that I 
could not remove it from the house, either by day 
er by night, without the risk of being observed 
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by the neighbors. Many projects entered my 
mind. At one period I thought of cutting the 
corpse into minute fragments, and destroying 
them by fire. At another, I resolved to dig a 
grave for it in the floor of the eellar. Again, I 
deliberated about casting it in the well in the - 
yard—about packing it in a box, as if merchan- 
dise, with the usual arrangements, and so get- 
- ting a porter to take it from the house. Finally, 
I hit upon what I considered a far better expedi- 
ent than either of these. JI determined to wall 
it up im the cellar, as the monks of the Middle 
Ages are recorded to have walled up their 
victims. 

For a purpose such as this the cellar was well 
adapted. Its walls were loosely constructed, and 
had lately been plastered throughout with a 
rough plaster, which the dampness of the atmos- 
phere had prevented from hardening. Moreover, 
in one of the walls was a projection, caused by a 
false chimney, or fire-place, that had been filled 
up and made to resemble the rest of the cellar. 
I made no doubt that I could readily displace the 
bricks at this point, insert the corpse, and wali 
the whole up as before, so that no eye could de- 
tect any thing suspicious. 

And in this calculation I was not deceived. 
’ By means of a crowbar I easily dislodged the 
bricks, and, having carefully deposited the body 
against the inner wall, I propped it in that po- 
sition, while with little trouble I relaid the whole 
structure as it originally stood. Having pro- 
eured mortar, sand, and hair, with every possible 
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precaution, I prepared a plaster which could not 
be distinguished from the old, and with this I 
very carefully went over the new brick-work. 
When I had finished, I felt satisfied that all was 
right. The wall did not present the slightest ap- 
pearance of having been disturbed. The rubbish 
on the floor was picked up with the minutest 
eare. I looked around triumphantly, and said to 
myself: ‘‘Here at least, then, my labor has not 
been in vain.’’ 

My next step was to look for the beast which 
had been the cause of so much wretchedness; for 
I had, at length, firmly resolved to put it to 
death. Had I been able to meet with it at the 
moment, there could have been no doubt of its 
fate; but it appeared that the crafty animal had 
been alarmed at the violence of my previous an- 
ger, and forebore to present itself in my present 
mood. It is impossible to describe or to imagine 
the deep, the blissful sense of relief which the 
absence of the detested creature occasioned in 
my bosom. It did not make its appearance dur- 
ing the night; and thus for one night, at least, 
since its introduction into the house, I soundly 
and tranquilly slept; aye, slept even with the 
burden of murder upon my soul. 

_ The second and the third day passed, and still 
my tormentor came not. Once again I breathed 
as a freeman. The monster, in terror, had fled 
the premises forever! I should behold it no 
more! My happiness was supreme! The guilt 
of my dark deed disturbed me but little. Some 
few inquiries had been made, but these had been 
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readily answered. Even a search had been insti-~ 
tuted—but of course nothing was to be discov- 
ered. I looked upon my future felicity as se- 
cured. 

Upon the fourth day of the assassination, a 
party of the police came, very unexpectedly, into 
the house, and proceeded again to make rigorous 
investigation of the premises. Secure, however, 
in the inserutability of my place of concealment, 
I felt no embarrassment whatever. The officers 
_ bade me accompany them in their search. They 
left no nook or corner unexplored. At length, 
for the third or fourth time, they descended into 
the cellar. I quivered not in a muscle. My 
heart beat calmly as that of one who slumbers in 
- Innocence. I walked the cellar from end to end. 
I folded my arms upon my bosom, and roamed 
easily to and fro. The police were thoroughly 
satisfied and prepared to depart. The glee at my 
heart was too strong to be restrained. I burned 
to say if but one word, by way of triumph, and 
to render doubly sure their assurance of my 
guiltlessness. 

“* Gentlemen,’’ I said at last, as the party as- 
cended the steps, ‘‘ I delight to have allayed your 
suspicions. I wish you all health and a little 
more courtesy. By the bye, gentlemen, this—this 
is a very well-constructed house,’’ (in the rabid 
desire to say something easily, A scareely knew 
what I uttered at all),—‘‘I may say an eacel- 
dently well- constructed house. These. walls—are 
you going, gentlemen ?—these walls are solidly 
put together’’; and here, through the mere 
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frenzy of bravado, I rapped heavily with a cane 
which I held in my hand, upon that very portion 
of the brickwork behind which stood the corpse 
of the wife of my bosom. 

But may God shield and deliver me from the 
fangs of the Arch-Fiend! No sooner had the re- 
verberation of my blows sunk into silence, than I 
was answered by a voice from within the tomb! 
—hby a cry, at first muffled and broken, like the 
sobbing of a child, and then quickly swelling into 
one long, loud, and continuous scream, utterly 
anomalous and inhuman—a howl—a wailing 
shriek, half of horror and half of triumph, such 
as might have arisen only out of hell, conjointly 
from the throats of the damned in their agony 
and of the demons that exult in the damnation. 

Of my own thoughts it is folly to speak. 
Swooning, I staggered to the opposite wall. For 
one instant the party on the stairs remained mo- 
tionless, through extremity of terror and awe. In 
the next a dozen stout arms were toiling at the 


wall. It fell bodily. The corpse, already greatly 


decayed and clotted with gore, stood erect be- 
fore the eyes of the spectators. Upon its head, 
with red extended mouth and solitary eye of 
fire, sat the hideous beast whose eraft had se- 
duced me into murder, and whose informing 
voice had eonsigned me to the hangman. I had 
walled the monster up within the tomb! 


THE FALL OF THE HOUSE OF USHER 


[Published in Burton’s Gentleman’s Magazine, Sep- 
tember, 1839.] 


Son cceur est un luth suspendu; 
Sité6t qu’ on le touche il résonne. 
—De Beranger. 


Durie the whole of a dull, dark, and sound- 
less day in the autumn of the year, when the 
elouds hung oppressively low in the heavens, I 
had been passing alone, on horseback, through 
a singularly dreary tract of country, and at 
length found myself, as the shades of the evening 
drew on, within view of the melancholy House 
of Usher. I know not how it was—but, with the 
first glimpse of the building, a sense of insuf- 
ferable gloom pervaded my spirit. I say insuf- 
ferable; for the feeling was unrelieved by any 
of that half-pleasurable, because poetic, senti- 
ment with which the mind usually receives even 
the sternest natural images of the desolate or ter- 
rible. I looked upon the scene before me—upon 
the mere house, and the simple landscape fea- 
tures of the domain—upon the bleak walls—upon 
the vacant eye-like windows—upon a few rank 
sedges—and upon a few white trunks of decayed 
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trees—with an utter depression of soul which I 
can compare to no earthly sensation more prop- 
erly than to the after-dream of the reveller upon 
opium—the bitter lapse into every-day life—the 
hideous dropping off of the veil. There was an 
iciness, a sinking, a sickening of the heart—an 
unredeemed dreariness of thought which no 
goading of the imagination could torture into 
aught of the sublime. What was it—I paused to 
think—what was it that so unnerved me in the 
contemplation of the House of Usher? It was a 
mystery all insoluble; nor could I grapple with 
the shadowy fancies that crowded upon me as I 
pondered. I was forced to fall back upon the 
unsatisfactory conclusion, that while, beyond 
doubt, there are combinations of very simple nat- 
ural objects which have the power of thus af- 
fecting us, still the analysis of this power lies 
among considerations beyond our depth. It was 
possible, I reflected, that a mere different ar- 
rangement of the particulars of the scene, of the 
details of the picture, would be sufficient to mod- 
ify, or perhaps to annihilate its capacity for sor- 
rowful impression; and, acting upon this idea, I — 
reined my horse to the precipitous brink of a ~ 
black and lurid tarn that lay in unruffled lustre 
by the dwelling, and gazed down—but with a 
shudder even more thrilling than before—upon 
the remodelled and inverted images of the gray _ 
sedge, and the ghastly tree-stems, and the vacant — 
and eye-like windows. i ui 

Nevertheless, in this mansion of gloom I now 
proposed to myself a sojourn of some weeks. Its 
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prietor, Roderick Usher, had been one of my 
Dae companions in boyhood ; but many years 
had elapsed since our last meeting. A letter, - 
however, had lately reached me in a distant part 
of the country—a letter from him—which, in its 
wildly importunate nature, had admitted of no 
other than a personal reply. The MS. gave evi- 
dence of nervous agitation. The writer spoke of 
acute bodily iliness—of a mental disorder which 
oppressed him—and of an earnest desire to see 
me, as his best and indeed his only personal 
friend, with a view of attempting, by the cheer- 
fulness of my society, some alleviation of his 
malady. It was the manner in which all this, 
and much more, was said—it was the apparent 
_ heart that went with his request—which allowed 
me no room for hesitation; and I accordingly 
obeyed forthwith what I still considered a very 

singular summons. 

' Although, as boys, we had been even intimate 
associates, yet I really knew little of my friend. 
His reserve had been always excessive and habit- 


| A ual. I was aware, however, that his very an- 
| cient family had been noted, time out of mind, 
| for a peculiar sensibility of temperament, dis- 


playing itself, through long ages, in many works 
of exalted art, and manifested, of late, in re- 
peated deeds of munificent yet unobtrusive char- 
i ity, as well as in a passionate devotion to the 

' intricacies, perhaps even more than to the ortho- 
dex and easily recognizable beauties, of musical 
_ Seience, I had learned, too, the very remarkable — 
| fact, that the stem of ‘the Usher race, all time- 
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honored as it was, had put forth, at no period, 
any enduring branch; in other words, that the 
entire family lay in the direct line of descent, 


and had always, with very trifling and very tem- © 


porary variations, so lain. It was this deficiency, 
I considered, while running over in thought the 
perfect keeping of the character of the premises 
with the accredited character of the people, and 
while speculating upon the possible influence 
which the one, in the long lapse of centuries, 
might have exercised upon the other—it was this 
deficiency, perhaps of collateral issue, and the 
consequent undeviating transmission, from sire 
to son, of the patrimony with the name, which 
had, at length so identified the two as to merge 
the original title of the estate in the quaint and 
equivocal appellation of the ‘‘ House of Usher ’’ 
—an appellation which seemed to include, in the 
minds of the peasantry who used it, both the 
family and the family mansion. 

I have said that the sole effect of my some- 
what childish experiment—that of looking down 
within the tarn—had been to deepen the first sin- 
gular impression. There can be no doubt that 
the consciousness of the rapid increase of my 


superstition—for why should I not so term it? © 


—served mainly to accelerate the increase itself. 


Such, I have long known, is the paradoxical law 


of all sentiments having terror as a basis. And 
it might have been for this reason only, that, 


when I again uplifted my eyes to the house itself, 


from its image in the pool, there grew in my 
mind a strange fancy—a fancy so ridiculous, m- 
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deed, that I but mention it to show the vivid 
force of the sensations which oppressed me. I 
had so worked upon my imagination as really to 
believe that about the whole mansion and domain 
there hung an atmosphere peculiar to themselves 
and their immediate vicinity—an atmosphere 
which had no affinity with the air of heaven, but 
which had reeked up from the decayed trees, 


and the gray wall, and the silent tarn—a pes- 


tilent and mystic vapor, dull, sluggish, faintly 
discernible and leaden-hued. 

Shaking off from my spirit what must have 
been a dream, I scanned more narrowly the real 
aspect of the building. Its principal feature 
seemed to be that of an excessive antiquity. The 
discoloration of ages had been great. Minute 
fungi overspread the whole exterior, hanging in 
a fine tangled web-work from the eaves. Yet all 
this was apart from any extraordinary dilapida- 
tion. No portion of the masonry had fallen; and 
there appeared to be a wild inconsistency be- 
tween its still perfect adaptation of parts, and 


| the crumbling condition of the individual stones. 


In this there was much that reminded me of the 


| specious totality of old wood-work which has 


rotted for long years in some neglected vault, 
with no disturbance from the breath of the ex- 
ternal air. Beyond this indication of extensive 


|  deeay, however, the fabric gave little token of 


instability. Perhaps the eye of a scrutinizing 
observer might have discovered a barely percep- 
tible fissure, which, extending from the roof of 
the building in front, made its way down the 
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wall in a zigzag direction, until it became lost in 
the sullen waters of the tarn. 

Noticing these things, I rode over a short 
causeway to the house. A servant in waiting 
took my horse, and I entered the Gothic archway 
of the hall. A valet, of stealthy step, thence 
conducted me, in silence, through many dark and 
intricate passages in my progress to the studio 
of his master. Much that I encountered on the 
way contributed, I know not how, to heighten 
the vague sentiments of which I have already 
spoken. While the objects around me—while the 
carvings of the ceilings, the sombre tapestries of 
the walls, the ebon blackness of the floors, and 
the phantasmagori¢ armorial trophies which rat- 
tled as I strode, were but matters to which, or 
to such as which, I had been accustomed from. my 
infancy—while I hesitated not to acknowledge 
how familiar was all this—I still wondered to 
find how unfamiliar were the fancies which ordi- 
nary images were stirring up. On one of the 
staircases, I met the physician of the family. 
His countenance, I thought, wore a mingled ex- 
pression of low cunning and perplexity. He ac- 
costed me with trepidation and passed on. The 
valet now threw open a door and ushered me into 
the presence of his master. 

The room in which I found myself was very 
large and lofty. The windows were long, nar- 
row, and pointed, and at so vast a distance from 
the black oaken fioor as to be altogether inae- 
cessible from within. Feeble gleams of encrim- — 
soned light made their way through the trellised 
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panes, and served to render sufficiently distinet 

the more prominent objects around; the eye, 
however, struggled in vain to reach the remoter 
angles of the chamber, or the recesses of the 
vaulted and fretted ceiling. Dark draperies hung 
upon the walls. The general furniture was pro- 
fuse, comfortless, antique, and tattered. Many 
books and musical instruments lay scattered 
about, but failed to give any vitality to the scene. 
I felt that I breathed an atmosphere of sorrow. 
An air of stern, deep, and irredeemable gloom 
hung over and pervaded all. 

Upon my entrance, Usher arose from a sofa 
on which he had been lying at full length, and 
greeted me with a vivacious warmth which had 
much in it, I at first thought, of an overdone 
eordiality—of the constrained effort of the 
ennuyé man of the world. A glance, however, 
at his countenance_convinced me of his perfect 
sincerity. We sat down; and for some moments, 
| while he spoke not, I gazed upon him with a 

_ feeling half of pity, half of awe. Surely, man 
| had never before so terribly altered, in so brief 
| a period, as had Roderick Usher! It was with 
| diffieulty that I could bring myself to admit the 
| identity of the wan being before me with the 
companion of my early boyhood. Yet the char- 
acter of his face had been at all times remark- 
able. A cadaverousness of complexion; an eye 
large, liquid, and luminous beyond comparison; 
_ lips somewhat thin and very pallid, but of a sur- 
passingly beautiful curve; a nose of a delicate 
Hebrew model, but with a ‘preadth of nostril un- 
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usual in similar formations; a finely moulded | 


chin, speaking, in its want of prominence, of a 
want of moral energy; hair of a more than web- 
like softness and tenuity ;—these features, with 
an. inordinate expansion above the regions of 
the temple, made up altogether a countenance not 
easily to be forgotten. And now in the mere ex- 
aggeration of the prevailing character of these 
features, and of the expression they were wont 
to convey, lay so much of change that I doubted 
_ to whom I spoke. The now ghastly pallor of 
the skin, and the now miraculous lustre of the 
eye, above all things startled and even awed me. 
The silken hair, too, had been suffered to grow 
all unheeded, and as, in its wild gossamer tex- 
ture, it floated rather than fell about the face, 
I could not, even with effort, connect its Ara- 
besque expression with any idea of simple hu- 
manity. . 

In the manner of my friend I was at once 
struck with an incoherence—an inconsistency ; 
and I soon found this to arise from a series of 
feeble and futile struggles to overcome an habit- 
ual trepidancy—an excessive nervous agitation. 
For something of this nature I had indeed been 
prepared, no less by his letter, than by reminis- 
cences of certain boyish traits, and by conclusions 
deduced from his peculiar physical conformation 


and temperament. His action was alternately 


vivacious and sullen. His voice varied rapidly 


from a tremulous indecision (when the animal 


spirits seemed utterly in abeyance) to that spe- 


cies of energetic concision—that abrupt, weighty, — 
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un-hurried, and hollow-sounding enunciation— 
that leaden, self-balanced, and perfectly modu- 
lated guttural utterance, which may be observed 
in the lost drunkard, or the irreclaimable eater 
of opium, during the periods of his most intense 
excitement. 

It was thus that he spoke of the object of 
my visit, of his earnest desire to see me, and of 
the solace he expected me to afford him. He 
entered, at some length, into what he conceived 

_ to be the nature of his malady. It was, he said, 
a constitutional and a family evil and one for 
which he despaired to find a remedy—a mere 
nervous affection, he immediately added, which 
would undoubtedly soon pass off. It displayed 
‘itself in a host of unnatural sensations. Some 
of these, as he detailed them, interested and be- 
-wildered me; although, perhaps, the terms and 
the general manner of their narration had their 
weight. He suffered much from a morbid acute- 
ness of the senses; the most insipid food was 
alone endurable; he could wear only garments 
of certain texture; the odors of all flowers were 
“oppressive; his eyes were tortured by even a 

_ faint light; and there were but peculiar sounds, 
‘and these from stringed instruments, which did 
not inspire him with horror, 

To an anomalous species of terror I found 
him a bounden slave. ‘‘I shall perish,”’ said he, 
“*T must perish in this deplorable folly. Thus, 

_ thus, and not otherwise, shall I be lost. I dread 

_ the events of the future, not in themselves, but 

in their results. I shudder at the thought of 
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any, even the most trivial, incident, which may 
operate upon this intolerable agitation of soul. 
I have, indeed, no abhorrence of danger, except 
in its absolute effect—in terror. In this un- 
nerved, in this pitiable, condition I feel that the 
period will sooner or later arrive when I must 
abandon life and reason together, in some strug- 
gle with the grim phantasm, FEaR.”’ 

I learned, moreover, at intervals, and through 
broken and equivocal hints, another singular fea- 
ture of his mental condition. He was enchained 
by certain superstitious impressions in regard to 
the dwelling which he tenanted, and whenee, for 


- many years, he had never ventured forth—in 


regard to an influence whose supposititious force 
was conveyed in terms too shadowy here to be re- 


stated—an influence which some peculiarities in — 


the mere form and substance of his family man- — 


sion had, by dint of long sufferance, he said, ob- 
tained over his spirit—an effect which the 


physique of the gray walls and turrets, and of — 


the dim tarn into which they all looked down, 


had, at length, brought about upon the morale 


of his existence. 


He admitted, however, although with hesita- Y 
tion, that much of the peculiar gloom which thus — 
afflicted him could be traced to a more natural — 


and far more palpable origin—to the severe and — 
long-continued iliness—indeed to the evidently — 


approaching dissolution—of a tenderly beloved 
sister, his sole companion for long years, his last 


and only relative on earth. ‘*‘Her decease,’’ he 


said, with a bitterness which I can never forget, 
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*‘would leave him (him, the hopeless and the 
frail) the last of the ancient race of the Ushers.’’ 
While he spoke, the lady Madeline (for so was 
she called) passed through a remote portion of 
the apartment, and, without having noticed my 
presence, disappeared. I regarded her with an 
utter astonishment not unmingled with dread; 
and yet I found it impossible to account for such 
feelings. A sensation of stupor oppressed me 
as my eyes followed her retreating steps. When 
a door, at length, closed upon her, my glance 
sought instinctively and eagerly the countenance 
_ of the brother; but he had buried his face in his 
hands, and I could only perceive that a far more 
than ordinary wanness had overspread the ema- 
ciated fingers through which trickled many pas- 
sionate tears. 

_ The disease of the lady Madeline had long 
baffled the skill of her physicians. A settled 
apathy, a gradual wasting away of the person, 
and frequent although transient affections of a 
partially cataleptical character were the unusual 
diagnosis: Hitherto she had steadily borne up 
_ against the pressure of her malady, and had not 
_ betaken herself finally to bed; but on the closing 
in of the evening of my arrival, at the house, she 
succumbed (as her brother told me at night with 
_Inexpressible agitation) to the prostrating power 
of the destroyer; and I learned that the glimpse 
i had obtained in her person would thus prob- 
ably be the last I should obtain—that the lady, 
at least while living, would be seen by me no 
more. 
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For several days ensuing, her name was une 
mentioned by either Usher or myself; and dur- 
ing this period I was busied in earnest endeavors 
to alleviate the melancholy of my friend. We 
painted and read together, or I listened, as if in 
' a dream, to the wild improvisations of his speak- 
ing guitar. And thus, as a closer and still closer 
intimacy admitted me more unreservedly into 
the recesses of his spirit, the more bitterly did I 
perceive the futility of all attempts at cheering 
a mind from which darkness, as if an inherent 
positive quality, poured forth upon all objects 
of the moral and physical universe in one unceas- 
ing radiation of gloom. 

I shall ever bear about me a memory of the 
many solemn hours I thus spent alone with the 
master of the House of Usher. Yet I should fail 
in any attempt to convey an idea of the exact 
character of the studies, or of the occupations, 
in which he involved me, or led me the way. An 
excited and highly distempered ideality threw a 
sulphurous lustre over all. His long impro- 
vised dirges will ring forever in my ears. 
‘Among other things, I hold painfully in mind a 
certain singular perversion and amplification of 
the wild air of the last waltz of Von Weber. 
From the paintings over which his elaborate 
_ fancy brooded, and which grew, touch by touch, 
into vaguenesses at which I shuddered the more 
thrillingly, because I shuddered knowing not 
why—from these paintings (vivid as their 
images now are before me) I would in vain en- 
deavor to educe more than a small portion which 
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should lie within the compass of merely written 
words. By the utter simplicity, by the naked- 
ness of his designs, he arrested and overawed at- 
tention. If ever mortal painted an idea, that 
mortal was Roderick Usher. For me at least, in 
the cireumstances then surrounding me, there 
arose out of the pure abstractions which the 
hypochondriac contrived to throw upon his can- 
vas, an intensity of intolerable awe, no shadow 
of which felt I ever yet in the contemplation of 
the certainly glowing yet too concrete reveries of 
Fuseli. 
One of the phantasmagoric conceptions of my 
friend, partaking not so rigidly of the spirit of 
abstraction, may be shadowed forth, although 
feebly, in words. A small picture presented the 
interior of an immensely long and rectangular 
vault or tunnel, with low walls, smooth, white 
and without interruption or device. Certain ac- 
eessory points of the design served well to convey 
the idea that this excavation lay at an exceeding 
depth below the surface of the earth. No outlet 
was observed in any portion of its vast extent, 
‘and no torch or other artificial source of light 
was discernible; yet a flood of intense rays rolled 
throughout, and bathed the whole in a ghastly 
and inappropriate splendor. 

I have just spoken of that morbid eondition 
of the auditory nerve which rendered all music 
intolerable to the sufferer, with the exception of 
eertain effects of stringed instruments. It was, 
perhaps, the nerrow limits to which he thus con- 

| fined himself vpon the guitar which gave birth, 
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in great measure, to the fantastic character of 
his performances. But the fervid facility of his 
impromptus could not be so accounted for. They 
must have been, and were, in the notes, as well 
as in the words of his wild fantasias (for he not 
unfrequently accompanied himself with rhymed 
verbal improvisations), the result of that in- 
tense mental collectedness and concentration to 
which I have previously alluded as observable 
only in particular moments of the highest arti- 
ficial excitement. The words of one of these 
rhapsodies I have easily remembered. J was, 
perhaps, the more forcibly impressed with it as 
he gave it, because, in the under or mystie eur- 
rent of its meaning, I fancied that I perceived, 
and for the first time, a full consciousness on the 
part of Usher of the tottering of his lofty reason 
upon her throne. The verses, which were en- 
titled ‘‘The Haunted Palace,’” ran very nearly, 
if not accurately, thus :— 


L 


In the greenest of our valleys, 
By good angels tenanted, 

Once a fair and stately palace— 
Radiant palace—reared its head. 
In the monarch Thought’s dominion— 

It stood there! 
Never seraph spread a pinion 
Over fabric half so fair. 


pe 


Banners yellow, glorious, golden, 
On its roof did float and flow 
(This—all this—was in the olden 
Time long ago) ; 
And every gentle air that dallied, 
In that sweet day, ft 
Along the ramparts plumed and pallid, 
A winged odor went away. 
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mi. 


Wanderers in that happy valley 
Through two luminous windows saw 
Spirits moving musically 
To a lute’s well tunéd law; 
Round about a throne, where sitting 
(Porphyrogene !) 
In state his glory well befitting, 
The ruler of the realm was seen. 


Iv. 


And all with pearl and ruby glowing 
Was the fair palace door, 
Through which came flowing, flowing, flowing 
And sparkling evermore, 
A troop of Echoes whose sweet duty 
Was but to sing, 
In voices of surpassing beauty, 
The wit and wisdom of ¢boir king. 


a 


But evil things, in robes of sorrow, 
Assailed the monarch’s high estate; 
(Ah, let us mourn, for never morrow 
Shall dawn upon him, desolate!) 
And, round about his home, the glory 
_ That blushed and bloomed 
Is but a dim-remembered story 
Of the old time entombed. 


vi. 


And travellers now within that valley, 
Through the red-litten windows see 

Vast forms that move fantastically 
To a discordant melody; 

While, like a rapid ghastly river, 
Through the-pale door, 

A hideous throng rush out forever, 
And laugh—but smile no more. 


I well remember that suggestions arising from 
this ballad led us into a train of thought wherein 
there became manifest an opinion of Usher’s, 
which I mention not so much on account of its 
novelty (for other men* have thought thus), as 


* Watson, Dr. Percival, Spallanzani, and especially the 


Bishop of "Landatt. —See “ Chemical Essays,’’ vol. v. 
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on account of the pertinacity with which he 
maintained it. This opinion, in its general form, 
was that of the sentience of all vegetable things. 
But, in his disordered fancy, the idea had as- 


sumed a more daring character, and trespassed, — 


under certain conditions, upon the kingdom of 
inorganization. I lack words to express the full 
extent, or the earnest abandon of his persuasion. 
The belief, however, was connected (as I have 
previously hinted) with the gray stones of the 
home of his forefathers. The conditions of the 
sentence had bien here, he imagined, fulfilled in 
the method of collocation of these stones—in the 
order ‘of their arrangement, as well as in that 
of the many fungi which overspread them, and 
of the decayed trees which stood around—above 
all, in the long undisturbed endurance of this 
arrangement, and in its reduplication in the still 
waters of the tarn. Its evidence—the evidence 
of the sentience—was to be seen, he said (and I 
here started as he spoke), in the gradual yet cer- 
tain condensation of an atmosphere of their own 
about the waters and the walls. The result was 
discoverable, he added, in that silent yet impor- 
tunate and terrible influence which for centuries 


had moulded the destinies of his family, and | 
which made him what I now saw him—what he — 
was. Such opinions need no comment, and I . 


will make none. 

Our books—the books which, for years, had 
formed no small portion of the mental existence 
of the invalid—were, as might be supposed, in 
strict keeping with this character of phantasm. 


ry 
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We pored together over such works as the ‘‘ Ver- 
vert et Chartreuse’’ of Gresset; the ‘‘ Belphegor’’ 
of Machiavelli; the ‘‘Heaven and Hell’’ of 
Swedenborg; the ‘‘Subterranean Voyage of 
Nicholas Klimm’’ by Holberg; the ‘‘Chiro- 


a maney’’ of Robert Flud, of Jean D’Indaginé 


~ and of De la Chambre; the ‘‘Journey into the 
_ Blue Distance of Tieck’’; and the ‘‘City of the 
 Sun’’ of Campanella. One favorite volume was 
a small octavo edition of the ‘‘Directorium In- 
quisitorum,’’ by the Dominican Eymeric de 
Gironne; and there were passages in Pomponius 
_ Mela, about the old African Satyrs and Adgi- 
pans, over which Usher would sit dreaming for 
hours. His chief delight, however, was found in 
the perusal of an exceedingly rare and curious 


ten chureh—the Vigilice Mortuorum secundum 
Chorum Ecclesie Maguntine. 

I could not help thinking of the wild ritual 
of this work, and of its probable influence upon 
the hypochondriac, when, one evening, having 
informed me abruptly that the lady Madeline 


} was no more, he stated his intention_of preserv- 
- ing her corpse for a fortnight (previously to its 


- final interment), in one of the numerous vaults 


- within the main walls of the building. The 


_ worldly reasun, however, assigned for this singu- 
lar proceeding, was one which I did not feel at. 
liberty to dispute. The brother had heen led to 
his resolution (so he told me) by consideration 
of the unusual character of the malady of the 


deceased, of certain “danas and eager in- 
VOR Vis hi 
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quiries on the part of her medical men, and of 
the remote and exposed situation of the burial- 
ground of the family. I will not deny that when 
I called to mind the sinister countenance of the 
person whom I met upon the staircase, on the 
day of my arrival at the house, I had no desire 
to oppose what I regarded as at best but a harm- 
less, and by no means an unnatural, precaution. 

At the request of Usher, I personally aided 
him in the arangements for the temporary en- 
tombment. The body having been encoffined, 
we two alone bore it to its rest. The vault in 
which we placed it (and which had been so long 
unopened that our torches, half smothered in 
its oppressive atmosphere, gave us little oppor- 
tunity for investigation) was small, damp, and 
entirely without means of admission for light; 
lying, at great depth, immediately beneath that 
portion of the building in which was my own 
sleeping apartment. It had been used, appar- 
ently, in remote feudal times, for the worst pur- 
poses of a donjon-keep, and, in later days, as a 
place of deposit for powder, or some other highly 
combustible substance, as a portion of its floor, 
and the whole interior of a long archway through 
which we reached it, were carefully sheathed 
with copper. The door, of massive iron, had 
been, also, similarly protected. its immense 
weight caused an unusually sharp, grating 
sound, as it moved upon its hinges. 

Having deposited our mournful burden upon 


tressels within this region of horror, we partially | 


turned aside the yet unscrewed lid of the coffin, 


~~ 


_<———— 
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and looked upon the face of the tenant. A strik- 
ing similitude between the brother and sister now 
first arrested my attention; and Usher, divining, 
perhaps, my thoughts, murmured out some few 
words from which I learned that the deceased 
and himself had been twins, and that sympathies 
of a scarcely intelligible nature had always ex- 
isted between them. Our glances, however, 
rested not long upon the dead—for we could not 
regard her unawed. The disease which had thus 
entombed the lady in the maturity of youth, had 
left, as usual in all maladies of a strictly cata- 
leptical character, the mockery of a faint blush 
upon the bosom and the face, and that suspi- 
‘eiously lingering smile upon the lip which is so 
terrible in death. We replaced and screwed 
down the lid, and, having secured the door of 
iron, made our way, with toil, into the scarcely 
less gloomy apartments of the upper portion of 
the house. 
And now, some days of bitter grief having 
elapsed, an observable change came over the fea- 
tures of the mental disorder of my friend. His 
ordinary manner had vanished. His ordinary 
occupations were neglected or forgotten. He 
roamed from chamber to chamber with hurried, 
unequal, and objectless step. The pallor of his 
countenance had assumed, if possible, a more 
) . ghastly hue—but the luminousness of his eye had 
| utterly gone out. The once occasional huskiness 
of his tone was heard no more; and a tremulous 
quaver, as if of extreme terror, habitually char- 
acterized his utterance. There were times, in- 
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deed, when I thought his unceasingly agitated 
mind was laboring with some oppressive secret, 
to divulge which he struggled for the necessary 
courage. At times, again, I was obliged to re- 
solve all into the mere inexplicable vagaries of 
madness, for I beheld him gazing upon vacancy 
for long hours, in an attitude of the profoundest 
attention, as if listening to some imaginary 
sound. It was no wonder that his condition ter- 
rified—that it infeeted me. I felt creeping upon 
me, by slow yet certain degrees, the wild infiu- 
ences of his own fantastic yet impressive super- 
stitions. 

It was, especially, upon retiring to bed late 
in the night of the seventh or eighth day after 
the placing of the lady Madeline within the don- 
jon, that I experienced the full power of such 
feelings. Sleep came not near my couch—while 
the hours waned and waned away. I struggled 
to reason off the nervousness which had dominion 
over me. I endeavored to believe that much, if 
not all of what I felt, was due to the bewildering 
influence of the gloomy furniture of the room— 
of the dark and tattered draperies, which, tor- 
tured into motion by the breath of a rising tem- 
%sest, swayed fitfully to and fro upon the walls, 
and rustled uneasily about the decorations of the 
bed. But my efforts were fruitless. An irre- 
pressible tremor gradually pervaded my frame; 
and, at length, there sat upon my very heart an 
ineubus of utterly causeless alarm. Shaking this 
off with a gasp and a struggle, I uplifted myself 
a@pon the pillows, and, peering earnestly within 
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the intense darimess of the chamber, hearkened 
—I know not why, except that an instinctive 
spirit prompted me—to certain low and in- 
definite sounds which came, through the pauses 
of the storm, at long intervals, I knew not 
whence. Overpowered by an intense sentiment 
of horror, unaccountable yet unendurable, I 
threw on my clothes with haste (for I felt that 1 
should sleep no more during the night), and en- 
deavored to arouse myself from the pitiable con- 
dition into which I had fallen, by pacing rapidly 
to and fro through the apartment. 

I had taken but few turns in this manner, 
when a light step on an adjoining staircase ar- 
rested my attention. I presently recognized it 
as that of Usher. In an instant afterward he 
rapped, with a gentle touch, at my door, and 
entered, bearing a lamp. His countenance was, 
as usual, cadaverously wan—but, moreover, there 
was a species of mad hilarity in his eyes—an evi- 
dently restrained hysteria in his whole demeanor. 
His air appalled me—but any thing was prefer- 
able to the solitude which I had so long endured, 


| and I even welcomed his presence as a relief. 


*¢ And you have not seen it?’’ he said abruptly, 
after having stared about him for some moments 
in silence—‘‘you have not then seen it ?—but, 
stay! you shall.’’ Thus speaking, and having 
carefully shaded his lamp, he hurried to one of 

the easements, and threw it freely open to the 
storm. 

The impetuous fury of the entering gust near- 

) ly lifted us from our feet. It was, indeed, @ 
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tempestuous yet sternly beautiful night, and one 
wildly singular in its terror and its beauty. A 
whirlwind had apparently collected its foree in 
eur vicinity; for there were frequent and vio- 
lent alterations in the direction of the wind; and 
the exceeding density of the clouds (which hung 
so low as to press upon the turrets of the house); 
did not prevent our perceiving the lifelike veloc- 
ity with which they flew careering from all 
points against each other, without passing away 
into the distance. I say that even their exceed- 
ing density did not prevent our perceiving this 
—yet we had no glimpse of the moon or stars, 
nor was there any flashing forth of the lightning. 
But the under surfaces of the huge masses of 
agitated vapor, as well as all terrestrial objects 


immediately around us, were glowing in the un-, 


— 


natural light of a faintly luminous and distinet- — ! 


ly visible gaseous exhalation which hung about 
and enshrouded the mansion. 

“‘You must not—you shall not behold this!’’ 
said I, shuddering, to Usher, as I led him, 
with a gentle violence, from the window to a 
seat. ‘* These appearances, which bewilder you, 


are merely electrical phenomena not uncommon 


—or it may be that they have their ghastly ori- 


gin in the rank miasma of the tarn. Let us close 
this casement ;-—the air is chilling and dangerous 
to your frame. Here is one of your favorite 
romances. I will read, and you shall listen:— 


and so we will pass away this terrible night tov . 


gether.’’ 
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The antique volume which I had taken up was 
the “‘ Mad Trist’’ of Sir Launcelot Canning; 
but I had called it a favorite of Usher’s more in 
sad jest than in earnest; for, in truth, there is 
little in its uncouth and unimaginative prolixity 
which could have had interest for the lofty and 
spiritual ideality of my friend. It was, however, 
the only book immediately at hand; and I in- 
dulged a vague hope that the excitement which 
now agitated the hypochondriac, might find re- 
lief (for the history of mental disorder is full 
of similar anomalies) even in the extremeness 
of the folly which I should read. Could I have 
judged, indeed, by the wild overstrained air of 
vivacity with which he hearkened, or apparently 
hearkened, to the words of the tale, I might well 
have congratulated myself upon the success of 
my design. 

I had arrived at that well-known portion of 
the story where Ethelred, the hero of the Trist, 
having sought in vain for peaceable admission 
into the dwelling of the hermit, proceeds to make 


good an entrance by force. Here, it will be re- 
- membered, the words of the narrative run thus: 


And Ethelred, who was by nature of a doughty heart, 
and who was now mighty withal, on account of the 
powerfulness of the wine which he had drunken, waited 
no longer to hold parley with the hermit, who, in sooth, 
was of an obstinate and maliceful turn, but, feeling the 
rain upon his shoulders,| and fearing the rising of the 
tempest, uplifted his mace outright, and, with blows, 
made quickly room inthe plankings of the door for his 
gauntleted hand; and now pulling therewith sturdily, 


j 
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he so cracked, and ripped, and tore all asunder, that the 
noise of the dry and hollow-sounding wood alarumed 
and. reverberated throughout the forest. 


At the termination of this sentence I started 
and, for a moment, paused; for it appeared to 
me (although I at once concluded that my ex- 
cited faney had deceived me)—it appeared to me 
that, from some very remote portion of the man- 
sion, there came, indistinctly to my ears, what 
might have been, in its exact similarity of char- 
acter, the echo (but a stifled and dull one eer- 
tainly) of the very cracking and ripping sound 
which Sir Launcelot had so particularly de- 
scribed. It was, beyond doubt, the coincidence 
alone which had arrested my attention; for, 
amid the rattling of the sashes of the easements, 
and the ordinary commingled noises of the still 
increasing storm, the sound, in itself, had noth- 
ing, surely, which should have interested or dis- 
turbed me. I continued the story: 


But the good champion Hthelred, now entering within 


the door, was sore enraged and amazed to perceive no 
signal of the maliceful hermit; but, in the stead there- 
of, a dragon of a scaly and prodigious demeanor, and of 
a “fery tongue, which sate in guard before a palace of 
gold, with a floor of silver; and upon the wall there 
hung a shield of shining brass with ne legend enwrit- 
ten— 


Who entereth herein, a conqueror hath bin 
Who slayeth the dragon, the shield he shall win. 


And Ethelred uplifted his mace, and struck upon the 
head of the dragon, which fell before him, and gave up 


his pesty breath, with a shriek so horrid and harsh, and 


ut 
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withal so piercing, that, Ethelred had fain to close his 
ears with his hands against the dreadful noise of it, the 
like whereof was never before heard. 


Here again I paused abruptly, and now with 
a feeling of wild amazement—for there could be 
no doubt whatever that, in this instance, I did 
actually hear (although from what direction it 
proceeded I found it impossible to say) a low 
and apparently distant, but harsh, protracted, 
and most unusual screaming or grating sound— © 
the exact counterpart of what my fancy had al- 
ready conjured up for the dragon’s unnatural 
shriek as described by the romancer. 

Oppressed, as I certainly was, upon the 
occurrence of this second and most extraordinary 
coincidence, by a thousand conflicting sensations, 
in which wonder and extreme terror were pre- 
dominant, I still retained sufficient presence of 
mind to avoid exciting, by an observation, the 
sensitive nervousness of my companion. I was 
by no means certain that he had noticed the 
sounds in question; although, assuredly, a 
strange alteration had, during the last few min- 
utes, taken place in his demeanor. From a posi- 
tion fronting my own, he had gradually brought 
round his chair, so as to sit with his face to the 
door of the chamber; and thus I could but par- 
tially perceive his features, although I saw that 
his lips trembled as if he were murmuring in- 
audibly. His head had dropped upon his breast 
—yet I knew that he was not asleep, from the 
wide and rigid opening of the eye as I caught a 
glance of it in profile. The motion of his body, 


| 
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too, was at variance with this idea—for he rocked 
from side to side with a gentle yet constant and 
uniform sway. Having rapidly taken notice of 
all this, I resumed the narrative of Sir Launee- 
lot, which thus proceeded: 


And now, the champion, having escaped from the 
terrible fury of the dragon, bethinking himself of the 
brazen shield, and of the breaking up of the enchantment 
which was upon it, removed the carcass from out of the 
way before him, and approached valorously over the 
silver pavement of the castle to where the shield was 
upon the wall; which in sooth tarried not for his full - 
coming, but fell down at his feet upon the silver floor, 
with a mighty great and terrible ringing sound. 


No sooner had these syllables passed my lips, 
than—as if a shield of brass had indeed, at the 
moment, fallen heavily upon a floor of silver— 
I became aware of a distinct, hollow, metallic, 
and clangorous, yet apparently, muffled, rever- 
beration. Completely unnerved, I leaped to my 
feet; but the measured rocking movement of 
Usher was undisturbed. I rushed to the chair 
in which he sat. His eyes were bent fixedly be- 
fore him, and throughout his whole countenance 
there reigned a stony rigidity. But, as I placed 
_ my hand upon his shoulder, there came a strong 
shudder over his whole person; a sickly smile 
quivered about his lips; and I saw that he spoke - 
in a low, hurried, and gibbering murmur, as if 
unconscious of my presence. Bending closely 
over him I at length drank in the hideous import 
of his words. 

‘* Not hear it ?—yes, I hear it, and have heard 
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it. Long—long—long—many minutes, many 
hours, many days, have I heard it—yet I dared 
not—oh, pity me, miserable wretch that I am! 
—I dared not—I dared not speak! We have 
put her living in the tomb! Said I not that my 
senses were acute? I now tell you that I heard 
her first feeble movements in the hollow coffin. 
I heard them—many, many days ago—yet I 
dared not—I dared not speak! And now—to- 
night—Hthelred—ha! ha!—the breaking of the 
hermit’s door, and the death-cry of the dragon, 
and the clangor of the shield—say, rather, the 
rending of her coffin, and the grating of the iron 
hinges of her prison, and her struggles within 
the coppered archway of the vault! Oh! whither 
shall I fly? Will she not be here anon? Is she 
not hurrying to upbraid me for my haste? Have 
I not heard her footstep on the stair? Do I not 
distinguish that heavy and horrible beating of 
her heart? Madman! ’’—here he sprang furi- 
ously to his feet, and shrieked out his syllables, 
as if in the effort he were giving up his soul— 
“Madman! I tell you that she now stands with- 
out the door!’’ 

As if in the superhuman energy of his utter- 
ance there had been found the potency of a speH, 
the huge antique panels to which the speaker 
pointed threw slowly back, upon the instant, 
_ their ponderous and ebony jaws. It was the work 
of the rushing gust—but then without those 
doors there did stand the lofty and enshrouded 
figure of the lady Madeline of Usher. There was 
blood upon her white robes, and the evidence of 

| 
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some bitter struggle upon every portion of her 
emaciated frame. For a moment she remained 
trembling and reeling to and fro upon the thres- 
hold—then, with a low moaning ery, fell heavily 
inward upon the person of her brother, and in 
her violent and now final death-agonies, bore him 
to the floor a corpse, and a victim to the terrors 
he had anticipated. 

From that chamber, and from that mansion, I 
fled aghast. The storm was still abroad in all 
its wrath as I found myself crossing the old 
causeway. Suddenly there shot along the path 
a wild light, and I turned to see whence a gleam 
so unusual could have issued, for the vast house 
and its shadows were alone behind me. The ra- 
diance was that of the full, setting, and blood- 
red moon, which now shone vividly through that 
once barely discernible fissure, of which I have 
before spoken as extending from the roof of the 
building, in a zigzag direction, to the base. While 
I gazed, this fissure rapidly widened—there came 
a fierce breath of the whirlwind—the entire orb 
of the satellite burst at once upon my sight— 
my brain reeled as I saw the mighty walls rush- 
ing asunder—there was a long tumultuous shout- 
ing sound like the voice of a thousand waters— 
and the deep and dank tarn at my feet closed 
sullenly and silently over the sagan of the 
‘* House of Usher.’’ 
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BERENICE 


[Published in the Southern Literary Messenger, 
March, 1835.] ~ 


‘Dicebant mihi sodales, si sepulchrum amice visitarem, 
curas meas aliquantulum fore levatas.—Hbn Zaiat. 


Misery is manifold. The wretchedness of earth 
is multiform. Overreaching the wide horizon as 
the rainbow, its hues are as various as the hues 
of that arch—as distinct too, yet as intimately 
blended. Overreaching the wide horizon as the 
rainbow! How is it that from beauty I have de- 
rived a type of unloveliness?—from the covenant 
of peace, a smile of sorrow? But, as in ethics, 
evil is a consequence of good, so, in fact, out of 
joy is sorrow born. Hither the memory of past 
bliss is the anguish of to-day, or the agonies 


_ which are, have their origin in the ecstasies which 


might have been. 

My baptismal name is Eewus; that of my fam- 
ily I will not mention. Yet there are no towers 
in the land more time-honored than my gloomy, 
gray, hereditary halls. Our line has been called 


 @ race of visionaries; and in many striking par- 


ticulars—in the character of the family mansion 
—in the frescoes of the chief saloon—in the tap- 
11 
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estries of the dormitories—in the chiselling of 
some buttresses in the armory—but more espe- 
cially in the gallery of antique paintings—in the 
fashion of the library chamber—and, lastly, in 
the very peculiar nature of the library’s contents 
—there is more than sufficient evidence to war- 
rant the belief. 

The recollections of my earliest years are con- 
nected with that chamber, and with its volumes 
—of which latter I will say no more. Here died 
my mother. Herein was I born. But it is mere 
idleness to say that I had not lived before—that 
the soul has no previous existence. You deny it? 
—let us not argue the matter. Convinced my- 
self, I seek not to convince. There is; however, 
a remembrance of aérial forms—of spiritual and 
meaning eyes—of sounds, musical yet sad; a re- 
membrance which will not be excluded; a mem- 
ory like a shadow—vague, variable, indefinite, 
unsteady; and like a shadow, too, in the impos- 
sibility of my getting rid of it while the sunlight 
of my reason shall exist. 

In that chamber was I born. Thus awaking 
from the long night of what seemed, but was not, 
nonentity, at once into the very regions of fairy 
land—into a palace of imagination—into the 
wild dominions of monastic thought and erudi- 
‘tion—it is not singular that I gazed around me 
with a startled and ardent eye—that I loitered 
away my boyhood in books, and dissipated my 


youth in revery; but it is singular, that as years 


rolled away, and the noon of manhood found me 
still in the mansion of my fathers—it is wonder- 
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ful what a stagnation there fell upon the springs 
of my life—wonderful how total an inversion 
took place in the character of my commonest 
thought. The realities of the world affected me 
as visions, and as visions only, while the wild 
ideas of the land of dreams became, in turn, not 
the material of my every-day existence, but in 
very deed that existence utterly and solely in it- 
sate * % * * % % * 
Berenice and I were cousins, and we grew up 
together in my paternal halls. Yet differently 
we grew—l, ill of health, and buried in gloom 
—she, agile, graceful, and overflowing with en- 
ergy; hers the ramble on the hill-side—mine, the 
studies of the cloister; I, living within my own 
heart, and addicted, body and soul, to the most 
intense and painful meditation—she, roaming 
carelessly through life, with no thought of the 
shadows in her path, or the silent flight of the 
raven-winged hours. Berenice !—I call upon her 
name—Berenice!—and from the gray ruins of 
memory a thousand tumultuous recollections are 
startled at the sound! Ah, vividly is her image 
before me now, as in the early days of her light- 
heartedness and joy! Oh, gorgeous yet fantastic 
beauty! Oh, sylph amid the shrubberies of Arn- 
heim! Oh, naiad among its fountains! And 
then—then all is mystery and terror, and a tale 
which should not be told. Disease—a fatal dis- 
ease, fell like the simoon upon her frame; and 
even, while I gazed upon her, the spirit of change 
swept over her, pervading her mind, her habits, 
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and her character, and, in a manner the most 
subtle and terrible, disturbing even the identity 
of her person! Alas! the destroyer came and 
went !—and the victim—where is she? I knew 
her not—or knew her no longer as Berenice! 
Among the numerous train of maladies super- 
induced by that fatal and primary one which ef- 
fected a revolution of so horrible a kind in the 
moral and physical being of my cousin, may be 
mentioned as the most distressing and obstinate 
In its nature, a species of epilepsy not unfre- 
quently terminating in trance itselfi—trance very 
nearly resembling positive dissolution, and from 
which her manner of recovery was, in most in- 
stances, startlingly abrupt. In the meantime, 
my own disease—for I have been told that I 
should call it by no other appellation—my own 
disease, then, grew rapidly upon me, and as- 
sumed finally a monomaniae character of a novel 
and extraordinary form—hourly and momently 
gaining vigor—and at length obtaining over me 
the most incomprehensible ascendancy. This mo- 
nomania, if I must so term it, consisted in a mor- 
bid irritability of those properties of the mind 
in metaphysical science termed the atteniwe. It 
is more than probable that I am not understood; 
but I fear, indeed, that it is in no manner pos- — 
sible to convey to the mind of the merely general 
reader, an adequate idea of that nervous imten- 
sity of interest with which, in my case, the pow- 
ers of meditation (not to speak technically) bus- 
ied and buried themselves, in the contemplation 
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of even the most ordinary objects of the uni- 
verse. 

To muse for long unwearied hours, with my 
attention riveted to some frivolous device on the 
margin or in the typography of a book; to be- 
come absorbed, for the better part of a summer’s 
day, in a quaint shadow falling aslant upon the 
tapestry or upon the floor; to lose myself, for 
an entire night, in watching the steady flame of 
a lamp, or the embers of a fire, to dream away 
whole days over the perfume of a flower; to re- 
peat, monotonously, some common word, until 
the sound, by dint of frequent repetition, ceased 
to convey any idea whatever to the mind; to lose 
all sense of motion or physical existence, by 
means of absolute bodily quiescence long and ob- 
stinately persevered in: such were a few of the 


' most common and least pernicious vagaries in- 


duced by a condition of the mental faculties, not, 
indeed, although unparalleled, but certainly 
bidding defiance to any thing like analysis or 
explanation. 

Yet let me not be misapprehended. The un- 
due, earnest, and morbid attention thus excited 
by objects in their own nature frivolous, must 
not be confounded in character with that rumi- 
nating propensity common to all mankind, and 
more especially indulged in by persons of ardent 
imagination. It was not even, as might be at 

first supposed, an extreme condition, or exagger- 

ation of such propensity, but primarily and es- 

sentially distinct and different. In the one 

instance, the dreamer, or enthusiast, being inter- 
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ested by an object usually not frivolous, imper- 
ceptibly loses sight of this object in a wilderness 
of deductions and suggestions issuing therefrom, 
until, at the conclusion of a day-dream often re- 
plete with luxury, he finds the incitamentum, or 
first cause of his musings, entirely vanished and 
forgotten. In my ease, the primary object was 
invariably frivolous, although assuming, through 
the medium of my distempered vision, a re- 
fracted and unreal importance. Few deductions, 
if any, were made; and those few pertinaciously 
returning in upon the original object as a centre. 
The meditations were never pleasurable; and, at 
the termination of the revery, the first cause, so 
far from being out of sight, had attained that 
supernaturally exaggerated interest which was 
the prevailing feature of the disease. In a word, 
the powers of mind more particularly exercised 
were, with me, as I have said before, the atten- 
twe, and are, with the day-dreamer, the specu- 
lative. 

My books, at this epoch, if they did not actu- 
ally serve to irritate the disorder, partook, it will 
be perceived, largely, in their imaginative and 
inconsequential nature, of the characteristic 
qualities of the disorder itself. I well remember, 
among others, the treatise of the noble Italian, 
Celius Secundus Curio, ‘‘ De Amplitudine Beats 
Regni Dei’’; St. Austin’s great work, ‘* The 
City of God’’; and Tertullian’s ‘‘ De Carne 
Christi,’’? in which the paradoxical sentence, 
** Mortuus est Dei filius; credibile est quia inep- 
tum est; et sepultus resurrexit; certum est quia 
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‘impossible est,’’ occupied my undivided time, for 
many weeks of laborious and fruitless investiga- 
tion. 

Thus it will appear that, shaken from its bal- 
ance only by trivial things, my reason bore re- 
semblance to that ocean-crag spoken of by Ptol- 
emy Hephestion, which steadily resisting the at- 
tacks of human violence, and the fiercer fury of 
the waters and the winds, trembled only to the 
touch of the fiower called Asphodel. And al- 
though, to a careless thinker, it might appear a 
matter beyond doubt, that the alteration pro- 
duced by her unhappy malady, in the moral con- 
dition of Berenice, would afford me many ob- 
jects for the exercise of that intense and abnor- 
mal meditation whose nature I have been at some 
trouble in explaining, yet such was not in any 
degree the case. In the lucid intervals of my in- 
firmity, her calamity, indeed, gave me pain, and, 
taking deeply to heart that total wreck of her 

_ fair and gentle life, I did not fail to ponder, 

frequently and bitterly, upon the wonder-work- 

ing means by which so strange a revolution had 
been so suddenly brought to pass. But these re- 
flections partook not of the idiosynerasy of my 
disease, and were such as would have occurred, 
under similar circumstances, to the ordinary 
mass of mankind. True to its own character, my 
disorder revelled in the less important but more 
startling changes wrought in the physical frame 
of Berenice—in the sihgular and most appalling 
distortion of her personal identity. 

During the brightest days of her unparalleled 
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beauty, most surely I had never loved her. In the 
strange anomaly of my existence, feelings with 
me, had never been of the heart, and my passions 
always were of the mind. Through the gray of 
the early morning—among the trellised shadows 
of the forest at noonday—and in the silence of my 
library at night—she had flitted by my eyes, and 
T had seen her—not as the living and breathing 
Berenice, but as the Berenice of a dream; not as 
a being of the earth, earthly, but as the abstrac- 
tion of such a being; not as a thing to admire, 
‘but to analyze; not as an object of love, but as 
the theme of the most abstruse although desul- 
tory speculation. And now—now I shuddered 
in her presence, and grew pale at her approach; 
yet, bitterly lamenting her fallen and desolate 
condition, I called to mind that she had loved me 
long, and, in an evil moment, I spoke to her of 
marriage. 

And at length the period of our nuptials was 
appreaching, when, upon an afternoon in the 
winter of the year—one of those unseasonably 
warm, calm, and misty days which are the nurse 
- of the beautiful Haleyon,*—TI sat ( and sat, as I 
thought, alone) in the inner apartment of the li- 
brary. But uplifting my eyes, I saw that Bere- 
nice stood before me. 

Was it my own excited imagination—or the 
misty influence of the atmosphere—or the un- 
certain twilight of the chamber—or the gray 

*Wor as Jove, during the winter season, gives twice seven 


days of warmth, men have called this clement and temperate 
time the nurse of the beautiful Halcyon.—Simonides. 
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draperies which fell around her figure—that 
caused in it so vacillating and indistinct an out- 
line? I could not tell. She spoke no word; and 


_ I—not for worlds could I have uttered a syllable. 


An icy chill ran through my frame; a sense of 
insufferable anxiety oppressed me; a consuming 
curiosity pervaded my soul; and, sinking back 
upon the chair, I remained for some time breath- 
less and motionless, with my eyes riveted upon 
her person. Alas! its emaciation was excessive, 
and not one vestige of the former being lurked in 
any single line of the contour. My burning 
glances at length fell upon the face. 

The forehead was high, and very pale, and 
singularly placid; and the once jetty hair fell 
partially over it, and overshadowed the hollow 
temples with innumerable ringlets, now of a 
vivid yellow, and jarring discordantly, in their 
fantastic character, with the reigning melancholy 
of the countenance. The eyes were lifeless, and 
lustreless, and seemingly pupilless, and I shrank 
involuntarily from their glassy stare to the con- 
templation of the thin and shrunken lips. They 
parted; and in a smile of peculiar meaning, the 


teeth of the changed Berenice disclosed them- 


selyes slowly to my view. Would to God that I 
had never beheld them, or that, having done so, 
I had died! 

& % %* * * * * 


The shutting of a door disturbed me, and look- 


_ ing up, I found that my cousin had departed 


from the chamber. But from the disordered 


chamber of my brain, had not. alas! departed, 
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and would not be driven away, the white and 
ghastly spectrum of the teeth. Not a speck on 
their surface—not a shade on their enamel—not 
an indenture in their edges—but what the brief 
period of her smile had sufficed to brand in upon 
my memory. I saw them now even more une- 
quivocally than I beheld them then. The teeth! 
—the teeth!—they were here, and there, and 
everywhere, and visibly and palpably before me; 
long, narrow, and excessively white, with the 
pale lips writhing about them, as in the very mo- 
ment of their first terrible development. Then 
eame the full fury of my monomania, and I 
struggled in vain against its strange and irresist- 
ible intluence. In the multiplied objects of the 
external world I had no thoughts but for the 
teeth. For these I longed with a frenzied desire. 
All other matters and all different interests be- 
came absorbed in their single contemplation. 
They—they alone were present to the mental eye, 
and they, in their sole individuality, beeame the 
essence of my mental life. I held them in every 
light. I turned them in every attitude. I sur- 
veyed their characteristics. I dwelt upon their 
peculiarities. I pondered upon their conforma- 
tion. I mused upon the alteration in their na- 
ture. I shuddered as I assigned to them, in im- 
agination, a sensitive and sentient power, and 
even when unassisted by the lips, a capability of 
moral expression. Of Mademoiselle Sallé it has 
been well said: ‘‘Qwe tous ses pas étaient des 
sentiments,’’ and of Berenice I more seriously 
believed gue tous ses dents étaient des idées, Des 
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idées!—ah, here was the idiotic thought that de- 
stroyed me! Des idées!—ah therefore it was that 
I coveted them so madly! I felt that their pos- 
session could alone ever restore me to peace, in 
giving me back to reason. 

And the evening closed in upon me thus—and 
then the darkness came, and tarried, and went— 
and the day again dawned—and the mists of a 
second night were now gathering around—and 
still I sat motionless in that solitary room—and 
still I sat buried in meditation—and still the 
phantasma of the teeth maintained its terrible 
ascendancy, as, with the most vivid and hideous 
distinctness, it floated about amid the changing 
lights and shadows of the chamber. At length 
there broke in upon my dreams a cry as of hor- 
ror and dismay; and thereunto, after a pause, 
succeeded the sound of troubled voices, intermin- 
-giled with many low moanings of sorrow or of 
pain. I arose from my seat, and throwing open 
one of the doors of the library, saw standing out 
in the antechamber a servant maiden, all in tears, 
who told me that Berenice was—no more! She 
had been seized with epilepsy in the early morn- 
_ ing, and now, at the closing in of the night, the 
grave was ready for its tenant, and all the prep- 
arations for the burial were completed. 

* = * * * * % 
I found myself sitting in the library, and 
- again sitting there alone. It seemed to me that 


I had newly awakened from a confused and ex- 
eiting dream. I knew that it was now midnight, 
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and I was well aware, that since the setting of 
the sun, Berenice had been interred. But of that 
dreary period which intervened I had no positive, 
at least no definite, comprehension. Yet its mem- 
ory was replete with horror-—horror more horri- 
ble from being vague, and terror more terrible 
from ambiguity. It was a fearful page in the 
record of my existence, written all over with dim, 
and hideous, and unintelligible recollections. I 
strived to decipher them, but in vain; while ever 
and anon, like the spirit of a departed sound, the 
shrill and piercing shriek of a female voice 
seemed to be ringing in my ears. I had done a 
deed—what was it? I asked myself the question 
aloud, and the whispering echoes of the chamber 
answered me—‘‘ What was tt?’’ 

On the table beside me burned a lamp, and 
near it lay a little box. It was of no remarkable 
character, and I had seen it frequently before, 
for it was the property of the family physician; 
but how came it there, upon my table, and why 
did I shudder in regarding it? These things 
were in no manner to be accounted for, and my 
eyes at length dropped to the open pages of a 
book, and to a sentence underscored therein. The 
words were the singular but simple ones of the 
poet Ebn Zaiat:—‘Dicebant mihi sodales si se- 
pulchrum amice visitarem, curas meas aliquan- 
tulum fore levatas.’? Why, then, as I perused 
them, did the hairs of my head erect themselves 
on end, and the blood of my body become con- 
gealed within my veins? 

There came a light tap at the library door— 
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and, pale as the tenant of a tomb, a menial en- 
tered upon tiptoe. His looks were wild with ter- 
ror, and he spoke to me in a voice tremulous, 
husky, and very low. What said he?—some 
broken sentences I heard. He told of a wild ery 
_ disturbing the silence of the night—of the gath- 
ering together of the household—of a search in 
the direction of the sound; and then his tones 
_ grew thrillingly distinct as he whispered me of a 
violated grave—of a disfigured body enshrouded, 
yet still breathing—still palpitating-—still alive! 

He pointed to my garments; they were muddy 
and clotted with gore. I spoke not, and he took 
me gently by the hand: it was indented with the 
- impress of human nails. He directed my atien- 
tion to some object against the wall. I looked at 
it for some minutes : it was a spade. With a 
shriek I bounded to the table, and grasped the 
box that lay upon it. But I could not force it 
open; and, in my tremor, it slipped from my 
hands, and fell heavily, and burst into pieces; 
and from it, with a rattling sound, there rolled 
| out some instruments of dental surgery, inter- 

mingled with thirty-two small, white, and ivory- 
_ looking substances that were scattered to and fro 
about the floor. 


BLEONORA 


(Published in The Gift, 1842.}- 


Sub conservatione formz specifies salva anima. 
—Raymond Luby. 


T am come of a race noted for vigor of fancy. 
and ardor of passion. Men have called me mad; 
but the question is not yet settled, whether mad- 
ness is or is not the loftiest intelligence—whether 
much that is glorious—whether all that is pro- 
found—does not spring from disease of thought © 
—from moods of mind exalted at the ex- 
pense of the general intellect. They who dream 
by day are cognizant of many things which es- | 
eape those who dream only by night. In their 
gray visions they obtain glimpses of eternity, — 
and thrill, in waking, to find that they have been 
upon the verge of the great secret. In snatches, — 
they learn something of the wisdom which is of 
good, and more of the mere knowledge which is 
of evil. They penetrate, however, rudderless or. 
compassiess into the vast ocean of the ‘light in- 
effable,’’ and again, like the adventures of the 
Nubian geographer, “agressi sunt mare tenebran | 
rum, quid in eo esset exploraturi.?? , 
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We will say, then, that Iam mad. I grant, at 
isast, that there are two distinct conditions of 
my mental existence—the condition of a lucid 
reason, not to be disputed, and belonging to the 
memory of events forming the first epoch of my, 
‘life—and a condition of shadow and doubt, ap- 
pertaining to the present, and to the recollection 
of what constitutes the second great era of my 
being. Therefore, what I shall tell of the earlier 
period, believe; and to what I may relate of the 
later time, give only such credit as may seem 
due; or doubt it altogether; or, if doubt it ye 
eannot, then play unto its riddle the Cidipus. 
She whom I loved in youth, and of whom I 
now pen calmly and distinctly these remem- 
_brances, was the sole daughter of the only sister 
of my mother long departed. Eleonora was the 
name of my cousin. We had always dwelled to- 
gether, beneath a tropical sun, in the Valley of 
the Many-Colored Grass. No unguided footstep 
ever came upon that vale; for it lay far away up 
among a range of giant hills that hung beetling 
around about it, shutting out the sunlight from 
‘its sweetest recesses. No path was trodden i in its 
‘vicinity; and, to reach our happy home, there 
was a need of putting back, with force the foli- 
age of many thousands of forest trees, and of 
erushing to death the glories of many millions of 
fragrant flowers. Thus it was that we lived all 
alone, knowing nothing of the world without the 
valley,—I, and my eousin, and her mother. 
From the dim regions beyond the mountains at 
the upper end of our encircled domain, there 
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crept out a narrow and deep river, brighter than 
all save the eyes of Eleonora; and, winding 
stealthily about in mazy courses, it passed away, 
at length, through a shadowy gorge, among hills 
still dimmer than those whence it had issued. 
We called it the ‘‘River of Silence;’’ for there 
seemed to be a hushing influence in its flow. No 
murmur arose from its bed, and so gently it wan- 
dered along, that the pearly pebbles upon which 
we loved to gaze, far down within its bosom, 
stirred not at all, but lay in a motionless content, 
each in its own old station, shining on gloriously, 
forever. S 
The margin of the river, and of the many daz- 
zling rivulets that glided through devious ways 
into its channel, as well as the spaces that extend- 
ed from the margins away down into the depths 
of the streams until they reached the bed of peb- 
bles at the bottom,—these spots, not less than the 
whole surface of the valley, from the river to the 
mountains that girdled it in, were carpeted ali by 
a soft green grass, thick, short, perfectly even, | 
and vanilla-perfumed, but so  besprinkled 
throughout with the yellow buttercup, the white 
daisy, the purple violet, and the ruby-red aspho- 
del, that its exceeding beauty spoke to our hearts 
in loud tones, of. the love and of the glory of God. 
And, here and there, in groves about this 
grass, like wildernesses of dreams, sprang up — 
fantastic trees, whose tall slender stems stood not 
upright, but slanted gracefully toward the light 
that peered at noon-day into the centre of the 
valley. Their bark was speckled with the vivid 


_ words even upon the morrow were tremulous and| 
' few. We had drawn the god Bros from that 
wave, and now we felt that he had enkindledi 


ELEONORA 12” 


alternate splendor of ebony and silver, and was 
smoother than all save the cheeks of Eleonora; 
so that, but for the brilliant green of the huge 
leaves that spread from their summits in long, 

_ tremulous lines, dallying with the Zephyrs, one 
might have fancied them giart serpents of Syria 
doing homage to their Sovereign the Sun. 

Hand in hand about this valley, for fifteen 
years, roamed I with Eleonora before Love en- 
tered within our hearts. It was one evening ati 
the close of the third lustrum of her life, and of 
the fourth of my own, that we sat, locked in each 

_ other’s embrace, beneath the serpent-like trees, 
and looked down within the waters of the River, 
of Silence at our images therein. We spoke no 
words during the rest of that sweet day; and our 


within us the fiery souls of our forefathers. The 
passions which had for centuries distinguished 
our race, came thronging with the fancies for 
which they had been equally noted, and together 
breathed a delirious bliss over the Valley of the 
_Many-Colored Grass. A change fell upon all 
things. Strange, brilliant flowers, star-shaped, 
burst out upon the trees where no flowers had 
been known before. The tints of the green ear- 


_ pet deepened; and when, one by one, the white 


daisies shrank away, there sprang up in place of 
- them, ten by ten of the ruby-red asphodel. And 
_ life arose in our paths; for the tall flamingo, 

hitherto unseen, with all gay glowing birds, 
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flaunted his scarlet plumage before us. The 

golden and silver fish haunted the river, out of 

the bosom of which issued, little by little, a mur- 

mur that swelled, at length, into a lulling melody 

more divine than that of the harp of Avolus— 

sweeter than all save the voice of Hleonora. And 

now, too, a voluminous cloud, which we had long 

watched in the regions of Hesper, floated out 

thence, all gorgeous in crimson and gold, and set- 

tling in peace above us, sank, day by day, lower 

and lower, until its edges rested upon the tops of 

the mountains, turning all their dimness into 
magnificence, and shutting us up, as if forever, — 
within a magic prison-house of grandeur and of » 
glory. 

The loveliness of Eleonora was that of the 
Seraphim; but she was a maiden artless and in- 
nocent as the brief life she had led among the 
flowers. No guile disguised the fervor of love 
which animated her heart, and she examined 
with me its innermost recesses as we walked to- 
gether in the Valley of the Many-Colored Grass, 
and discoursed of the mighty changes which had 
lately taken place therein. 

At length, having spoken one day, in tears, of 
the last sad change which must befall Humanity, — 
she thenceforward dwelt only upon this one sor- 
rowful theme, interweaving it into all our eon- 
verse, as, in the songs of the bard of Schiraz, the 
same images are found occurring, again and 
again, in every impressive variation of phrase. 

She had seen that the finger of Death was 
upon her bosom—that, like the ephemeron, she. 


ae 


‘ELEONORA 129 


had been made perfect in loveliness only to die; 
but the terrors of the grave to her lay solely in 
a consideration which she revealed to me, one 
evening at twilight, by the banks of the River 
ef Silence. She grieved to think that, having 
entombed her in the Valley of the Many-Colored 
Grass, I would quit forever its happy recesses, 
transferring the love which now was so passion- 
ately her own to some maiden of the outer and 
every-day world. And, then and there, I threw 


i myself hurriedly at the feet of Eleonora, and 


offered up a vow, to herself and to Heaven, that 
I would never bind myself in marriage to any 


| daughter of Harth—that I would in no manner 


prove recreant to her dear memory, or to the 
memory of the devout affection with which she 


| had blessed me. And I called the Mighty Ruler 


of the Universe to witness the pious solemnity of 
my vow. And the curse which I invoked of Him 
and of her, a saint in Helusion, should I prove 


| traitorous to that promise, involved a penalty 


the exceeding great horror of which will not per- 


| mit me to make record of it here. And the 
| bright eyes of Hleonora grew brighter at my 
| words; and she sighed as if a deadly burthen 
} had been taken from her breast; and she trem- 


bled and very bitterly wept; but she made ac- 
eeptance of the vow, (for what was she but a 
child?) and it made easy to her the bed of her 


} death. And she said to me, not many days af- 
} terward, tranquilly dying, that, because of what 
| I had done for the comfort of her spirit she 
| would watch over me in that spirit when de- 
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parted, and, if so it were permitted her, return 
to me visibly in the watches of the night; but, 
if this thing were, indeed, beyond the power of 
the souls in Paradise, that she would, at least, 
give me frequent indications of her presence; 
sighing upon me in the evening winds, or filling 
the air which I breathed with perfume from the 
censers of the angels. And, with these words 
upon her lips, she yielded up her innocent life, 
putting an end to the first epoch of my own. 
Thus far I have faithfully said. But as I pass 
the barrier in Time’s path, formed by the death 
of my beloved, and proceed with the second era 
of my existence, I feel that a shadow gathers 
over my brain, and I mistrust the perfect sanity 
of the record. But let me on.—Years dragged 
themselves along heavily, and still I dwelled 
within the Valley of the Many-Colored Grass; 
but a second change had come upon all things. 
The star-shaped flowers shrank into the stems of 
the trees, and appeared no more. The tints of 
the green carpet faded; and, one by one, the 
ruby-red asphodels withered away; and there 
sprang up, in place of them, ten by ten, dark, 
eye-like violets, that writhed uneasily and were 
ever encumbered with dew. And Life departed 
from our paths; for the tall flamingo flaunted 
no longer his scarlet plumage before us, but flew 
- sadly from the vale into the hills, with all the 
gay glowing birds that had arrived in his com-— 
pany. And the golden and silver fish swam 
down through the gorge at the lower end of our 
domain and bedecked the sweet river never 
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again. And the lulling melody that had been 
softer than the wind-harp of Aolus, and more 
divine than all save the voice of Eleonora, it died 
little by little away, in murmurs growing lower 
and lower, until the stream returned, at length, 
utterly into the solemnity of its original silence. 
And then, lastly, the voluminous cloud uprose, 
and, abandoning the tors of the mountains to the 
dimness of old, fell back into the regions of Hes- 
per, and took away all its manifold golden and 
gorgeous glories from the Valley of the Many- 
Colored Grass. 

Yet the promises of Eleonora were not for- 

gotten; for I heard the sounds of the swinging 
of the censers of the angels; and streams of a 
holy perfume floated ever and ever about the 
valley; and at lone hours, when my heart beat | 
heavily, the winds that bathed my brow came 
unto me laden with soft sighs; and indistinct 
murmurs filled often the night air; and once— 
oh, but once only! I was awakened from a sium- 
ber, like the slumber of death, by the pressing of 
spiritual lips upon my own. 
t But the void within my heart refused, even 
_. thus, to be filled. I longed for the love which 
had before filled it to overflowing. At length 
the valley pained me through its memories of 
Eleonora, and I left it for ever for the vanities: 
and the turbulent triumphs of the world. 


ag ge Vid * * 


I found myself within a strange city, where 
_ all things might have served to blot from recol- 
- VOL. VIL 9. 
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lection the sweet dreams I had dreamed so long 
in the Valley of the Many-Colored Grass. The 
pomps and pageantries of a stately court, and the 
mad clangor of arms, and the radiant loveliness 
of women, bewildered and intoxicated my brain. 
But as yet my soul had proved true to its vows, 
and the indications of the presence of Eleonora 
were still given me in the silent hours of the 
night. Sudderly these manifestations they 
ceased, and the world grew dark before mine 
eyes, and I stood aghast at the burning thoughts 
which possessed, at the terrible temptations 
which beset me; for there came from some far, 
far distant and unknown land, into the gay court 
of the king I served, a maiden to whose beauty 
my whole recreant heart yielded at onece—at 
whose footstool I bowed down without a struggle, 
in the most ardent, in the most abject worship of 
love. What, indeed, was my passion for the 
young girl of the valley in comparison with the 
fervor, and the delirium, and the spirit-lifting 
ecstasy of adoration with which I poured out my 
whole soul in tears at the feet of the ethereal 
Ermengarde? Oh, bright was the seraph Er- 
mengarde! and in that knowledge I had room 
for none other. Oh, divine was the angel Er- 
mengarde! and as I looked ‘down into the depths 
of her memorial eyes, I thought only of them— 
and of her. cm 

I wedded,—nor dreaded the curse I had in- 
voked; and its bitterness was not visited upon ~ 
me. And once—but once again in the silence of 
the night—there came through my lattice the — 
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soft sighs which had forsaken me; and they 
modelled themselves into familiar and sweet 
voice, saying: 

“‘Sleep in peace! for the Spirit of Love reign- 
eth and ruleth, and, in taking to thy passionate 
heart her who is Ermengarde, thou art absolved, 
for reasons which shall be made known to thee 
in Heaven, of thy vows unto Eleonora.’’ 


LIGEIA 


[Published in the American Museum, September, 
1838.] 


And the will therein lieth, which dieth not. Who knoweth 
the mysteries of the will, with its vigor? For God is but a 
great will pervading all things by nature of its intentness, 
Man doth not yield himself to the angels, nor unto death 
utterly, save only through the weakness of his feeble will._— 
Joseph Glanvill. 


IT cannot, for my soul, remember how, when, 
or even precisely where, I first became ac- 
quainted with the lady Ligeia. Long years have 
since elapsed, and my memory is feeble through 
much suffering. Or, perhaps, I cannot now 
bring these points to mind, because, in truth, the 
character of my beloved, her rare learning, her. 
singular yet placid cast of beauty, and the thrill- 
ing and enthralling eloquence of her low musical 
language, made their way into my heart by paces 
so steadily and stealthily progressive, that they 
have been unnoticed and unknown. Yet I be- 
‘lieve that I met her first and most frequently in 
some large, old, decaying city near the Rhine. — 
Of her family—I have surely heard her speak. 
That it is of a remotely ancient date cannot be 
doubted. Ligeia! Ligeia! Buried in studies 
of a nature more than all else adapted to deaden 
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impressions of the outward world, it is by that 
sweet word alone—by Ligeia—that I bring he- 
fore mine eyes in fancy the image of her who is 
no more. And now, while I write, a recollection 
flashes upon me that I have never known the pa- 
ternal name of her who was my friend and my 
betrothed, and who became the partner of my 
studies, and finally the wife of my bosom. Was 
it a playful charge on the part of my Ligeia? or 
was it a test of my strength of affection, that I 
should institute no inquiries upon this point? or 
was it rather a caprice of my own—a wildly ro- 
mantic offering on the shrine of the most passion- 
ate devotion? I but indistinctly recall the faet 
itself—what wonder that I have utterly forgot- 
ten the circumstances which originated or. at- 
tended it? And, indeed, if ever that spirit 
which is entitled Romance—if ever she, the wan 
and the misty-winged Ashtophet of idolatrous 
Egypt, presided, as they tell, over marriages ill- 
omened, then most surely she presided over 
mine. 

There is one dear topic, however, on which 
my memory fails me not. It is the person of 
Ligeia. In stature she was tall, somewhat slen- 
der, and, in her latter days, even emaciated. 
I would in vain attempt to portray the majesty, 
the quiet ease of her demeanor, or the incom- 
prehensible lightness and elasticity of her foot- 
fall. She came and) departed as a shadow. I 
was never made aware of her entrance into my 
closed study, save by the dear music of her low 
sweet voice, as she placed her marble hand upon 
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A ad In beauty of face no maiden ever 
equalled her. It was the radiance of an opium- 
dream—an airy and spirit-lifting vision more 
wildly divine than the phantasies which hovered 
about the slumbering souls of the daughters of 
Delos. Yet her features were not of that regu- 
lar mould which we have been falsely taught to 
worship in the classical labors of the heathen. 
‘‘There is no exquisite beauty,’’ says Bacon, 
Lord Verulam, speaking truly of all the forms 
and genera of beauty, ‘‘without some strange- 
ness in the proportion.’’ Yet, although I saw 
that the features of Ligeia were not of a classic 
regularity—although I perceived that her love- 
liness was indeed ‘‘exquisite,”’ and felt that 
there was much of ‘‘strangeness’’ pervading it, 
yet I have tried in vain to detect the irregularity 
and to trace home my own perception of ‘‘the 
strange.’’? I examined the contour of the lofty 
and pale forehead—it was faultless—how cold 
indeed that word when applied to a majesty so 
divine !—the skin rivalling the purest ivory, the 
commanding extent and repose, the gentle 
prominence of the regions above the temples; 
and then the raven-black, the glossy, the luxu- 
riant, and naturally-curling tresses, setting forth 
the full force of the Homerie epithet, ‘“hyacin- 
thine!’’ I looked at the delicate outlines of the 
nose—and nowhere but in the graceful medal- 
lions of the Hebrews had I beheld a similar per- 
fection. There were the same luxurious smooth- 
ness of surface, the same scarcely perceptible 
tendency to the aquiline, the same harmoniously 
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eurved nostrils speaking the free spirit. I re- 
garded the sweet mouth. Here was indeed the 
triumph of all things heavenly—the magnificent 
turn of the short upper lip—the soft, voluptuous 
slumber of the under—the dimples which 
sported, and the color which spoke—the teeth 
glancing back, with a brilliancy almost startling, 
every ray of the holy light which fell upon them 
in her serene and placid yet most exultingly 
radiant of all smiles. I scrutinized the forma- 
tion of the chin—and, here too, I found the gen- 
tleness of breadth, the softness and the majesty, 
the fulness and the spirituality, of the Greek— 
the contour which the god Apollo revealed but in 
a dream, to Cleomenes, the son of the Athenian. 
And then I peered into the large eyes of Ligeia. 

For eyes we have no models in the remotely 
antique. It might have been, too, that in these 
eyes of my beloved lay the secret to which Lord 
Verulam alludes. They were, I must believe, far 
larger than the ordinary eyes of our own race. 
They were even fuller than the fullest of the 
gazelle eyes of the tribe of the valley of Nourja- 
had. Yet it was only at intervals—in moments 
of intense excitement—that this peculiarity be- 
came more than slightly noticeable in Ligeia. 
And at such moments was her beauty—in my 
heated fancy thus it appeared perhaps—the 
beauty of beings either above or apart from the 
- earth—the beauty of, the fabulous Houri of the 
Turk. The hue of the orbs was the most: bril- 
liant of black, and, far over them, hung jetty 
lashes of great length. The brows, slightly ir- 
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vecular in outline, had the same tint. The 
**strangeness,’’ however, which I found in the 
eyes was of a nature distinct from the formation, 
or the color, or the brilliancy of the features, and 
must, after all, be referred to the expression. 
Ah, word of no meaning! behind whose vast lati- 
tude of mere sound we intrench our ignorance of 
so much of the spirituai. The expression of the 
eyes of Ligeia! How for long hours have I pon- 
dered upon it! How have I. through the whole 
of a midsummer night, striggled to fathom it! 
What was it—that something more profound 
than the well of Democritus—which lay far 
within the pupils of my beloved? What was it? 
I was possessed with a passion to. discover. 
Those eyes! those large, those shining, those di- 
vine orbs! they became to me twin stars of Leda, 
and I to them devoutest of astrologers. 

There is no point, among the many incompre- 
hensibie anomalies of the science of mind, more 
thriliingly exciting than the fact—never, I hbe- 
lieve, noticed in the schools—than in our en- | 
deavors to recall to memory something long for- 
gotten, we often find ourselves upon the very 
verge of remembrance, without being able, in 
the end, to remember. And thus how frequent- 
ly, in my intense scrutiny of Ligeia’s eyes, have 
I feit approaching the full knowledge of their 
expression—felt it approaching—yet not quite 
be mine—and so at length entirely depart! And 
(strange, oh, strangest mystery of all!) I found, . 
in the commonest objects of the universe, a circle 
of analogies to that expression. I mean to say 
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that, subsequently to the period when Ligeia’s 
beauty passed into my spirit, there dwelling as in 
@ shrine, I derived, from many existences in the 
material world, a sentiment such as I felt always 
around, within me, by her large and luminous 
orbs. Yet not the more could I define that sen- 
timent, or analyze, or even steadily view it. 
recognized it, let me repeat, sometimes in the sur- 
vey of a rapidly growing vine—in the contem- 
plation of a moth,a butterfly,a chrysalis,a stream 
of running water. [ have felt it in the ocean— 
in the falling of a meteor. I have felt it in the 
glances of unusually aged people. And there 
are one or two stars in heaven (one especially, a 
star of the sixth magnitude, double and change- 
able, to be found near the large star in Lyra) in 
a telescopic scrutiny of which I have been made 
aware of the feeling. I have been filled with it 
by certain sounds from stringed instruments, 
and not unfrequently by passages from books. 
Among innumerable other instances, I well re- 
member something in a volume of Joseph Glan- 
_ vill, which (perhaps merely from its quaintness 
_ —who shall say?) never failed to inspire me with 
. the sentiment: ‘‘And the will therein lieth, 
which dieth not. Who knoweth the mysteries of 
the will, with its vigor? For God is but a great 
_ will pervading all things by nature of its intent- 
_ mess. Man doth not yield him to the angels, nor 

unto death utterly, save only through the weak- 
ness of his feeble will.’’ 

Length of years and subsequent reflection have 


_ enabled me to trace, indeed, some remote connec 
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tion between this passage in the English moralist 
and a portion of the character of Ligeia. An 


antensity in thought, action, or speech was pos- 


sibly, in her, a result, or at least an index, of that 
gigantic volition which, during our long inter- 
course, failed to give other and more immediate 
evidence of its existence. Of all the women 
whom I have ever known, she, the outwardly 
ealm, the ever-placid Ligeia, was the most vio- 
fently a prey to the tumultuous vultures of stern 
passion. And of such passion I could form no 
estimate, save by the miraculous expansion of 
those eyes which at once so delighted and ap- 
palled me,—by the almost magical melody, 
modulation, distinctness, and placidity of her 
very low voice,—and by the fierce energy (ren- 
dered doubly effective by contrast with her man- 
ner of utterance) of the wild words which she 
habitually uttered. 

I have spoken of the learning of Ligeia: it 
was immense—such as I have never known in 
woman. In the classical tongues was she deeply 
proficient, and as far as my own acquaintance 
extended in regard to the modern dialects of 
Europe, I have never known her at fault. In- 
deed upon any theme of the most admired be- 
cause simply the most abstruse of the boasted 
erudition of the Academy, have I ever found 
Ligeia at fault? How singularly—how thrill- 
ingly, this one point in the nature of my wife has 
forced itself, at this late period only, upon my 


attention ! I said her knowledge was such as [ 


have never known in woman—but where breathes — 
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the man who has traversed, and successfully, all 
the wide areas of moral, physical, and mathe- 
matical science? I saw not then what I now 
clearly perceive that the acquisitions of Ligeia 
were gigantic, were astounding; yet I was suffi- 
ciently aware of her infinite supremacy to re- 
sign myself, with a child-like confidence, to her 
guidance through the chaotic world of meta- 
physical investigation at which I was most busily 
occupied during the earlier years of our mar- 
riage. With how vast a triumph—with how 
vivid a delight—with how much of all that is 
ethereal in hope did I feel, as she bent over me in 
studies but little sought—but less known,—that 
delicious vista by slow degrees expanding before 
me, down whose long, gorgeous, and all un- 
trodden path, I might at length pass onward to 
the goal of a wisdom too divinely precious not to 
be forbidden. 

How poignant, then, must have been the grief 
with which, after some years, I beheld my well- 
grounded expectations take wings to themselves 
and fly away! Without Ligeia I was but as a 
child groping benighted. Her presence, her 
_ readings alone, rendered vividly luminous the 
many mysteries of the transcendentalism in 
which we were immersed. Wanting the radiant 
lustre of her eyes, letters, lambent and golden, 
grew duller than Saturnian lead. And now 
those eyes shone less and less frequently upon 
the pages over which I pored. Ligeia grew ill. 
The wild eyes blazed with a too—too glorious 
effulgence ; the pale fingers became of the trans- 
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parent waxen hue of the grave; and the blue — 
veins upon the lofty forehead swelled and sank 
impetuously with the tides of the most gentle 
emotion. I saw that she must die—and I strug- 
gled desperately in spirit with the grim Azrael. 
And the struggles of the passionate wife were, 
to my astonishment, even more energetic than 
my own. There had been much in her stern na- 
ture to impress me with the belief that, to her, 
death would have come without its terrors; but 
not so. Words are impotent to convey any just 
idea of the fierceness of resistance with which 
she wrestled with the Shadow. I groaned in an- 
guish at the pitiable spectacle. I would have 
soothed—I would have reasoned; but. in the in- 
tensity of her wild desire for life—for life—but 
for life—solace and reason were alike the utter- 
most of folly. Yet not until the last instance, 
amid the most convulsive writhings of her fierce 
spirit, was shaken the external placidity of her 
demeanor. Her voice grew more gentle—grew 
more low—yet I would not wish to dwell upon 
the wild meaning of the quietly uttered words. 
My brain reeled as I hearkened, entranced, to a 
melody more than mortal—to assumptions and 
aspirations which mortality had never before 
known. Risk 
That she loved me I should not have doubted; 
and I might have been easily aware that, in a 
bosom such as hers, love would have reigned no 
ordinary passion. .But in death only was I fully 
impressed with the strength of her affection. For 
long hours, detaining my hand, would she peur 
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out before me the overflowing of a heart whose 
more than passionate devotion amounted to idol- 
atry. How had I deserved to be so blessed by 
such confessions ?—how had I deserved to be so 
eursed with the removal of my beloved in the 
hour of my making them? But upon this sub- 
ject I cannot bear to dilate. Let me say only, 
that in Ligeia’s more than womanly abandon- 
ment to a love, alas! all unmerited, all unwor- 
thily bestowed, I at length, recognized the prin- 
ciple of her longing, with so wildly earnest a de- 
sire, for the life which was now fleeing so rapidly 
away. It is this wild longing—it is this eager 
vehemence of desire for life—but for life—that 
I have no power to portray—no utterance capa- 
ble of expressing. 

At high noon of the night in which she de- 
parted, beckoning me, peremptorily, to her side, 
she bade me repeat certain verses composed by 
herself not many days before. I obeyed her. 
They were these :— 


Lo! ’tis a gala night 
Within the lonesome latter years! 
An angel throng, bewinged, bedight —- 
In veils, and drowned in tears, 
Sit in a theatre, to see 
A play of hopes and fears,.~ 
While the orchestra breathes fitfully 
The music of the spheres. 


Mimes, in the form of God on high, 
Mutter and mumble low, 
And hither and thither fly; 
Mere. puppets they, who come and go 
At bidding of vast formless things 
That shift the scenery to and fro, 
% lapping from out their condor wings 
‘Invisible Wo! 
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That motley drama !—oh, be sure 
It shall not be forget! 

With its Phantom chased for evermore 
By a crowd that seize it not, 

Through a circle that ever returneth in 
To the self-same spot; 

And much of Madness, and more of Sin 
And Horror, the soul of the plot! 


But see, amid the mimic rout, 
A crawling shape intrude! 

A blood-red thing that writhes from out 
The scenic solitude! 

It writhes!—it writhes!—with mortal pangs 
The mimes become its food, 

And the seraphs sob at vermin fangs 
In human gore imbued. 


Out—out are the lights—out all! 
And over each quivering form, 
The curtain, a funeral pall, 
Comes down with the rush of a storm—— 
And the angels, all pallid and wan, 
Uprising, unveiling, affirm 
That the play is the tragedy, “‘ Man,” 
And its hero, the conqueror Worm. 


‘© QO God! ’’ half shrieked Ligeia, leaping to 
her feet and extending her arms aloft with a 
spasmodic movement, as I made an end of these 
lines—‘‘ O God! O Divine Father !—shall these 
things be undeviatingly so ?—shall this conqueror 
be not once conquered? Are we not part and 
parcel in Thee? Who—who knoweth the mys- 
teries of the will with its vigor ? Man doth not 
yield him to the angels, nor wnio death utterly, 
save only through the weakness of his feeble 
will. 

And now, as if exhausted with cote she 
suffered her white arms to fall, and returned 
golemnly to her bed. of death. And as she 
breathed her last sighs, there came mingled with — 
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them a low murmur from her lips. I bent to 
them my ear, and distinguished, again, the con- 
eluding words of the passage in Glanvill: ‘‘ Man 
doth not yield him to the angels, nor unto death 
utterly, save only through the weakness of his 
feeble will.’’ 

She died: and I, erushed into the very dust. 
with sorrow, could no longer endure the lonely 
desolation of my dwelling in the dim and decay- 
ing city by the Rhine. I had no lack of what 
the world calls wealth. Ligeia had brought me 
far more, very far more, than ordinarily falls 
to the lot of mortals. After a few months, there- 
fore, of weary and aimless wandering, I pur- 
chased and put in some repair, an abbey, which 
I shall not name, in one of the wildest and least 
frequented portions of fair England. The gloomy 
and dreary grandeur of the building, the almost 
- savage aspect of the domain, the many melan- 
choly and time-honored memories connected with 
both, had much in unison with the feelings of 
utter abandonment which had driven me into 
that remote and unsocial region of the country. 
Yet although the external abbey, with its ver- 
dant decay hanging about it, suffered but little 
alteration, I gave way, with a child-like perver- 
sity, and perchance with a faint hope of alleviat- 
ing my sorrows, to a display of more than regal 
magnificence within. For such follies, even in 
childhood, I had imbibed a taste, and now they 
came back to me as if in the dotage of grief. 
Alas, I feel how much even of incipient madness 
might have been discovered in the gorgeous and 
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fantastic draperies, in the solemn carvings of 
Egypt, in the wild cornices and furniture, in the 
Bedlam patterns of the carpets of tufted gold! 
I had become a bounden slave in the trammels 
of opium, and my labors and my orders had 
taken a coloring from my dreams. But these ab- 
surdities I must not pause to detail. Let me speak - 
only of that one chamber, ever accursed, whither, 
in a moment of mental alienation, I led from the 
altar as my bride—as the successor of the un- 
forgotten Ligeia—the fair-haired and blue-eyed 
Lady Rowena Trevanion, of Tremaine. 

There is no individual ‘portion of the architec- 
ture and decoration of that bridal chamber 
which is not now visibly before me. Where were 
the souls of the haughty family of the bride, 
when, through thirst of gold, they permitted to 
pass the threshold of an apartment so bedecked, 
a maiden and a daughter so beloved? I have 
said, that I minutely remember the details of the 
ehamber—yet I am sadly forgetful on topies of 
deep moment; and here there was no system, no 
keeping, ‘n the fantastic display, to take hold 
upon the memory. The room lay in a high tur- 
ret of the castellated abbey, was pentagonal in 
shape, and of capacious size. Occupying the 
whole southern face of the pentagon was the sole 
window—an immense sheet of unbroken glass 
from Venice—a single pane, and tinted of a 
leaden hue, so that the rays of either the sun or 
moon passing through it, fell with a ghastly 
lustre on the objects within. Over the upper por- 
tion of this huge window, extended the trellis- 
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work of an aged vine, which clambered up the 
massy walls of the turret. The ceiling, of gloomy- 
looking oak, was excessively lofty, vaulted, and 
elaborately fretted with the wildest and most 
grotesque specimens of a semi-Gothic, semi- 
Druidical device. From out the most central re- 
cess of this melancholy vaulting, depended, by 
a single chain of gold with long links, a huge 
censer of the same metal, Saracenic in pattern, 
and with many perforations so contrived that 
there writhed in and out of them, as if endued 
with a serpent vitality, a continual succession of 


parti-colored fires. 


Some few ottomans and golden candelabra, of 
Eastern figure, were in various stations about; 
and there was the couch, too—the bridal couch 
—of an Indian model, and low, and sculptured 
of solid ebony, with a pall-like canopy above. In 
each of the angles of the chamber stood on end a 
gigantic sarcophagus of black granite, from the 
tombs of the kings over against Luxor, with their 
aged lids full of immemorial sculpture. But in 


the draping of the apartment lay, alas! the chief 


phantasy of all. The lofty walls, gigantic in 


_ height—even unproportionably so—were hung 
' from summit to foot, in vast folds, with a heavy 


and. massive-looking tapestry—tapestry of a ma- 
terial which was found alike as a carpet on the 
floor, as a covering for the ottomans and the 
ebony bed, as a canopy for the bed, and as the 


_ gorgeous volutes of the curtains which partially 
_ shaded the window. The material was the rich- 


est cloth of gold. It was spotted all over, at 
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irregular intervals, with arabesque figures, about 
a foot in diameter, and wrought upon the cloth 
in patterns of the most jetty black. But these 
figures partook of the true character of the ara- 
besque only when regarded from a single point 
of view. By a contrivance now common, and in- 
deeed traceable to a very remote period of an- 
tiquity, they were made changeable in aspect. 
To one entering the room, they bore the appear- 
ance of simple monstrosities; but upon a farther 
advance, this appearance gradually departed; 
and, step by step, as the visitor moved his station 
in the chamber, he saw himself surrounded by an 
endless succession of the ghastly forms which be- 
long to the superstition of the Norman, or arise 
in the guilty slumbers of the monk. The phan- 
tasmagoric effect was vastly heightened by the 
artificial introduction of a strong continual cur- 
rent of wind behind the draperies—giving a hid- 
eous and uneasy animation to the whole. 

In halls such as these—in a bridal chamber 
such as this—I passed, with the Lady of Tre-. 
maine, the unhallowed hours of the first month 
of our marriage—passed them with but little dis- 
quietude. That my wife dreaded the fieree mood- 
iness of my temper—that she shunned me, and 
loved me but little—I could not help perceiving; 
but it gave me rather pleasure than otherwise. I 
loathed her with a hatred belonging more to 
demon than to man. My memory fiew back (oh, 
with what intensity of regret!) to Ligeia, the 
beloved, the august, the beautiful, the entombed. 
I revelled in recollections of her purity, of her 
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wisdom, of her lofty—her ethereal nature, of her 
passionate, her idolatrous love. Now, then, did 
_ my spirit tnlly and freely burn with more than 
all the fires of her own. In the excitement of 
_ my opium dreams (for I was habitually fettered 

in the shackles of the drug), I would eall aloud 
upon her name, during the silence of the night, 
or among the sheltered recesses of the glens by 
day, as if, through the wild eagerness, the solemn 
passion, the consuming ardor of my longing for 
the departed, I could restore her to the pathways 
she had abandoned—ah, could it be for ever?— 
upon the earth. 

About the commencement of the second month 
of the marriage, the Lady Rowena was attacked 
with sudden illness, from which her recovery was 
slow. The fever which consumed her rendered 
her nights uneasy ; and in her perturbed state of 
half-slumber, she spoke of sounds, and of mo- 
tions, in and about the chamber of the turret, 
which I concluded had no origin save in the dis- 
temper of her fancy, or perhaps in the phantas- 
magorie influences of the chamber itself. She 
_ became at length convalescent—finally, well. Yet 
- but a brief period elapsed, ere a second more vio- 
lent disorder again threw her upon a bed of suf- 
fering; and from this attack her frame, at all 
_ times feeble, never altogether recovered. Her 

_ illnesses were, after this epoch, of alarming char- 
acter, and of more alarming recurrence, defying 
alike the knowledge ana the great exertions of 
' her physicians. With the increase of the chronic 
disease, which had thus, apparently, taken too 
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sure hold upon her constitution to be eradicated 
by human means, I could not fail to observe a 
similar increase in the nervous irritation of her 
temperament, and in her excitability by trivial 
causes of fear. She spoke again, and now more 
frequently and pertinaciously, of the sounds— 
of the slight sounds—and of the unusual motions 
among the tapestries, to which she had formerly 
alluded. 

One night, near the closing in of September, 
she pressed this distressing subject with more 
than usual emphasis upon my attention. She had 
just awakened from an unquiet slumber, and I 
had been watching, with feelings half of anxiety, 
half of vague terror, the workings of her emaci- 
ated countenance. I sat by the side of her ebony 
bed, upon one of the ottomans of India. She 
partly arose, and spoke, in an earnest low whis- 
per, of sounds which she then heard, but which 
I could not hear—of motions which she then saw, 
but which I could not perceive. The wind was 
rushing hurriedly behind the tapestries, and I 
wished to show her (what, let me confess it, I 
could not all believe) that those almost inartien- 
late breathings, and those very gentle variations 
of the figures upon the wall, were but the natural 
- effects of that customary rushing of the wind. 
But a deadly pallor, overspreading her face, had 
proved to me that my exertions to reassure her 
would be fruitless. She appeared to be fainting, 
and no attendants were within call. I remem- 
bered where was deposited a decanter of light 
wine which had been ordered by her physicians, 
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and hastened across the chamber to procure it. 
But, as I stepped beneath the light of the censer, 
two circumstances of a startling nature attracted 
my attention. I had felt that some palpable al- 
though invisible object had passed lightly by my 
person ; and I saw that there lay upon the golden 
earpet, in the very middle of the rich lustre 
_ thrown from the censer, a shadow—a faint, in- 
- definite shadow of angelic aspect—such as might 
_be fancied for the shadow of a shade. But I was 
wild with the excitement of an immoderate dose 
of opium, and heeded these things but little, nor 
spoke of them to Rowena. Having found the 
wine, I recrossed the chamber, and poured out 
a gobletfui, which I held to the lips of the faint- 
ing lady. She had now partially recovered, how: 
ever, and took the vessel herself, while I sank 
upon an ottoman near me, with my eyes fastened 
upon her person. Jt was then that I became 
distinctly aware of a gentle foot-fali upon the 
carpet, and near the couch; and in a second 
thereafter, as Rowena was in the act of raising 
the wine to her lips, I saw, or may have dreamed 
that I saw, fall within the goblet, as if from some 
_ invisible spring in the atmosphere of the room, 
three or four large drops of a brilliant and ruby 
colored fluid. If this I saw—not so Rowena. 
She swallowed the wine unhesitatingly, and I 
forebore to speak to her of a cireumstanee which 
‘must, after all, I considered, have been but the 
. suggestion of a vivid imagination, rendered mor- 
_ bidly active by the terror of the iady, by the 
- opium, and by the hour. 
} 
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Yet I cannot conceal it from my own percep: 
tion that, immediately subsequent to the fall of 
the ruby-drops, a rapid change for the worse took 
place in the disorder of my wife; so that, on the 
third subsequent night, the hands of her menials 

prepared her for the tomb, and on the fourth, 
- I sat alone, with her shrouded body, in that fan- 
tastic chamber which had received her as my 
bride. Wild visions, opium-engendered, flitted, 
shadow-like, before me. I gazed with unquiet 
eye upon the sarcophagi in the angles of the 
room, upon the varying figures of the drapery, 
and upon the writhing of the parti-colored fires 
in the censer overhead. My eyes then fell, as I 
called to mind the circumstances of a former 
night, to the spot beneath the glare of the censer 
where I had seen the faint traces of the shadow. 
It was there, however, no longer; and breathing 
with greater freedom, I turned my glances to the 
pallid and rigid figure upon the bed. Then 
rushed upon me a thousand memories of Ligeia— 
and then came back upon my heart, with the tur- 
bulent violence of a fiood, the whole of that unut- 
terable woe with which I had regarded her thus 
enshrouded. The night waned; and still, with a 
bosom full of bitter thoughts of the one only and 
supremely beloved, I remained gazing upon the 
body of Rowena. 

It might have been midnight, or perhaps ear- 
lier, or later, for I had taken no note of time, 
when a sob, low, gentle, but very distinct, startled 
me from my revery. I felt that it came from 
the bed of ebony—the bed of death. I listened 


_ LIGHIA 153 


in an agony of superstitious terror—but there 
was no repetition of the sound. I strained my 
vision to detect any motion in the corpse—but 
there was not the slightest perceptible. Yet I 
could not have been deceived. I had heard the 
noise, however faint, and my soul was awakened 
within me. I resolutely and perseveringly kept 
my attention riveted upon the body. Many 
minutes elapsed before any circumstance oc- 
eurred tending to throw light upon the mystery. 
At length it became evident that a slight, a very 
feeble, and barely noticeable tinge of color had 
flushed up within the cheeks, and along the 
sunken small veins of the eyelids. Through a 
species of unutterable horror and awe, for which 
the language of mortality has no sufficientiy en- 
ergetie expression, I felt my heart cease to beat, 
. my limbs grow rigid where I sat. Yet a sense 
of duty finally operated to restore my self-pos- 
_ session. I could no longer doubt that we had 
been precipitate in our preparations—that 
Rowena still lived. It was necessary that some 
immediate exertion be made; yet the turret was 
_ altogether apart from the portion of the abbey 
. tenanted by the servants—there were none 
within call—I had no means of summoning 
them to my aid without leaving the room for 
many minutes—and this I could not venture to 
do. Itherefore struggled alone in my endeavors 
to call back the spirit still hovering. In a short 
period it was certain, however, that a relapse 
had taken place; the color disappeared from 

both eyelid and ee leaving a wanness even 
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more than that of marble; the lips became 
doubly shrivelled and pinched up in the ghastly 
expression of death; a repulsive clamminess and 
coldness overspread rapidly the surface of the 
body; and all the usual rigorous stiffness imme- 
diately supervened. I fell back with a shudder 
upon the couch from which I had been so start- | 
lingly aroused, and again gave myself up to pas- 
sionate waking visions of Ligeia. 

An hour thus elapsed, when (could it be pos- 
sible?) I was a second time aware of some vague 
sound issuing from the region of the bed. I 
listened—in extremity of horror. The sound 
came again—it was a sigh. Rushing to the 
corpse, I saw—distinetly saw—a tremor upon 
the lips. In a minute afterward they relaxed, 
disclosing a bright line of the pearly teeth, 
Amazement now struggled in my bosom with the 
profound awe which had hitherto reigned there 
alone. I felt that my vision grew dim, that my 
reason wandered; and it was only by a violent 
effort that I at length succeeded in nerving my- 
self to the task which duty thus once more had 
pointed out. There was now a partial glow 
upon the forehead and upon the cheek and 
throat; a perceptible warmth pervaded the whole 
frame; there was even a slight pulsation at the 
heart. The lady lived; and with redoubled ar- 
dor I betook myself to the task of restoration. 
I chafed and bathed the temples and the hands, 
and used every exertion which experience, and 
no little medical! reading, could suggest. But in 
vain. Suddenly, the color fled, the pulsation 
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ceased, the lips resumed the expression of the 
dead, and, in an instant afterward, the whole 
body took upon itself the icy chilliness, the livid 
hue, the intense rigidity, the sunken outline, and 
all the loathsome peculiarities of that which has 
been, for many days, a tenant of the tomb. 

And again I sunk into visions of Ligeia—and 


again, (what marvel that I shudder while I 


write?) again there reached my ears a low sob 
from the region of the ebony bed. But why shall 
I minutely detail the unspeakable horrors of that 
night? Why shall I pause to relate how, time 
after time, until near the period of the gray 
dawn, this hideous drama of revivification was 
repeated; how each terrific relapse was only into 
a sterner and apparently more irredeemable 
death; how each agony wore the aspect of a 
struggle with some invisible foe; and how each 


struggle was succeeded by I know not what of 
wild change in the personal appearance of the 


corpse? Let me hurry to a conclusion. 

The greater part of the fearful night had worn 
away, and she who had been dead once again 
stirred—and now more vigorously than hitherto, 


_ although arousing from a dissolution more ap- 
_ palling in its utter hopelessness‘than any. JI had 


long ceased to struggle or to move, and remained 
sitting rigidly upon the ottoman, a helpless prey 


_ to a whirl of violent emotions, of which extreme 
_ awe was perhaps the least terrible, the least con- 


suming. The corpse, | repeat, stirred, and now 
more vigorously than baroees The hues of life 
flushed up with unwonted enerey into the coun- 
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tenance—the limbs relaxed—and, save that the 
eyelids were yet pressed heavily together, and 
that the bandages and draperies of the grave 
still imparted their charnel character to the fig- 
ure, I might have dreamed that Rowena had in- 
deed shaken off, utterly, the fetters of Death. 
But if this idea was not, even then, altogether 
adopted, I could at least doubt no longer, when, 
arising from the bed, tottering, with feeble steps, 
with closed eyes, and with the manner of one be« 
wildered in a dream, the thing that was en- 
shrouded advanced boldly and palpably into the 
middle of the apartment. 

I trembled not—I stirred not—for a erowd of 
unutterable fancies connected with the air, the 
stature, the demeanor, of the figure, rushing hur- 
riedly through my brain, had paralyzed—had 
chilled me into stone. I stirred not—but gazed 
upon the apparition. There was a mad disorder 
in my thoughts—a tumult unappeasable. Could | 
it, indeed, be the living Rowena who confronted 
me? Could it, indeed, be Rowena at all—the 
fair-haired, the blue-eyed Lady Rowena Tre- — 
vanion of Tremaine? Why, why should I doubt — 
it? The bandage lay heavily about the mouth— — 
but then might it not be the mouth of the breath- — 


ing Lady of Tremaine? And the cheeks—there © 


were the roses as in her noon of life—yes, these — 
might indeed be the fair cheeks of the living © 
Lady of Tremaine. And the chin, with its dim- — 
ples, as in health, might it not be hers ?’—but had 
she then grown taller since her malady? What 
inexpressible madness seized me with that 
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thought? One bound, and I had reached her 
feet! Shrinking from my touch, she let fall 
from her head, unloosened, the ghastly cerements 
which had confined it, and there streamed forth 3 
ite the rushing atmosphere of the chamber — 
huge masses of long and dishevelled hair; i was 

- blacker than the raven wings of midnight! And 
now slowly opened the eyes of the figure which 
stood before me. ‘‘Here then, at least,’’? I 
shrieked aloud, ‘‘can I never—can I never be 

- mistaken—these are the full, and the black, and 
the wild eyes—of my lost love—of the Lady— 
of the Lapy Ligzt.”’ 


MORELLA 


(Published im the Southern Literary Messenger, 
april, 1835.] | 


Aird wa aird wad’ airod, povoedés act O've ; 
Itself, by itself solely, oNE everlastingly, and single. 
PLaro—Sympos. 


Wir a feeling of deep yet most singular af- 
fection I regarded my friend Morella. Thrown 
by accident into her society many years ago, my 
soul, from our first meeting, burned with fires it 
had never before known; but the fires were not 
of Eros, and bitter and tormenting to my spirit 
was the gradual conviction that I could im no 
manner define their unusual meaning, or regu- 
late their vague intensity. Yet we met; and 
fate bound us together at the altar; and I never 
spoke of passion, nor thought of love. She, how- | 
ever, shunned society, and, attaching herself to 


me alone, rendered me happy. It is a happiness — 


to wonder ;—it is a happiness to dream. 
Morella’s erudition was profound. As I hope 
.to live, her talents were of no common order— 


her powers of mind were gigantic. I felt this, — 


and, in many matters, became her pupil. Isoon, — 
however, found that, perhaps on aecount of her — 
ae : 


ee 
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_Presburg education, she placed before me a num- 
ber of those mystical writings which are usually 
considered the mere dross of the early German 
literature. These, for what reason I could not 
imagine, were her favorite and constant study— 
and that, in process of time, they became my own, 
should be attributed to the simple but effectual 
influence of habit and example. 

| In all this, if I err not, my reason had little 
to do. My convictions, or I forgot myself, were 

in no manner acted upon by the ideal, nor was 

any tincture of the mysticism which I read, to 
be discovered, unless I am greatly mistaken, 
either in my deeds or in my thoughts. _ Per- 

_ suaded of this, I abandoned myself implicitly to 

the guidance of my wife, and entered with an 
unflinching heart into the intricacies of her 

studies. And then—then, when, poring over — 
forbidden pages, I felt a forbidden spirit en- 
kindling within me—would Morella place her 
cold hand upon my own, and rake up from the 
ashes of a dead philosophy some low, singular 
words, whose strange meaning burned them- 
selves in upon my memory. And then, hour 
after hour, would I linger by her side, and dwell 

“upon the music of her voice—until, at length, 

its melody was tainted with térror,—and there 

fell a shadow upon my soul—and I grew pale, 

_ and shuddered inwardly at those too unearthly 

tones. And thus, joy suddenly faded into hor- 

ror, and the most beautiful became the most 
hideous, as Hinnon became Ge-Henna. 
It is unnecessary to state the exact character 
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of those disquisitions which, growing out of the 
volumes I have mentioned, formed, for so long 
a time, almost the sole conversation of Morella 
and myself. By the learned in what might be 
termed theological morality they will be readily 
conceived, and by the unlearned they would at 
all events, be little understood. The wild Pan- 
theism of Fichte; the modified [Hodsyyeveoia of 
Pythagoreans; and, above all, the doctrines of 
Identity as urged by Schelling, were generally 
the points of discussion presenting the most of 
beauty to the imaginative Morella. That iden- 
tity which is termed personal, Mr. Locke, I think, 
truly defines to consist in the saneness of a ra- 
tional being. And since by person we under- 
stand an intelligent essence having reason, and 


since there is a consciousness which always ac- | 


companies thinking, it is this which makes us all 


to be that which we call ourselves—thereby dis- 


tinguishing us from other beings that think, and 


giving us our personal identity. But the prin- — 


cipium individuationis—the notion of that iden- 
tity which at death is or is not lost for ever— 
was to me, at all times, a consideration of intense 


interest ; not more from the perplexing and ex- _ 


citing nature of its consequences, than from the 
marked and agitated manner in which Morella 
mentioned them. 

But, indeed, the time had now arvived when 
the mystery of my wife’s manner oppressed me 
as a spell. I could no longer bear the touch of — 
her wan fingers, nor the low tone of her musi- 
cal language, nor the lustre of her melancholy _ 
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_ eyes. And she knew all this, but did not up- 


braid; she seemed conscious of my weakness or 
my folly, and, smiling, called it Fate. She 
seemed, also, conscious of a cause, to me un- 
known, for the gradual alienation of my regard; 
but she gave me no hint or token of its nature. 
Yet was she woman, and pined away daily. In 


_ time, the crimson spot settled steadily upon the 
_ cheek, and the blue veins upon the pale forehead 


became prominent; and, one instant, my nature 
melted into pity, but, in the next, I met the 
glance of her meaning eyes, and then my soul 


sickened and became giddy with the giddiness of 


one who gazes downward into some dreary and 


unfathomable abyss. 

Shall I then say that I longed with an earnest 
and consuming desire for the moment of Mor- 
ella’s decease? I did; but the fragile spirit 
clung to its tenement of clay for many days— 


_ for many weeks and irksome months—until my 


tortured nerves obtained the mastery over my 
mind, and I grew furious through delay, and, 
with the heart of a fiend, cursed the days, and 
the hours, and the bitter moments, which seemed 


to lengthen and lengthen as her gentle life de- 


‘celined—like shadows in the dying of the day. 


But one autumnal evening, when the winds 
lay still in heaven, Morella called me to her bed- 
side. There was a dim mist over all the earth, 
and a warm glow upon the waters, and, amid the 


rich October leaves of the forest, a rainbow from 


_ the firmament had surely fallen. 
“It is a day of days,’’ she said, as I ap- 
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proached; ‘‘a day of all days either to live or 
die. It is a fair day for the sons of earth and 
life—ah, more fair for the daughters of heaven 
and death!” 

I kissed her forehead, and she continued : 

“‘T am dying, yet shall I live.’ 

““Morella!’’ 

‘‘The days have never been when thou couldst 
iove me—but her whom in life thou didst abhor, 
in death thou shalt adore.’’ 

““Morella!’’ 

““T repeat that I am dying. But within me is 
a pledge of that affection—ah, how little! which 
thou didst feel for me, Morella. And when my 
spirit departs shall the child live—thy child and 
mine, Morella’s. But thy days shall be days of 
sorrow—that sorrow which is the most lasting of 
impressions, as the cypress is the most enduring 
of trees. For the hours of thy happiness are 
over; and joy is not gathered twice in a life, as 
the roses of Pestum twice in a year. Thou shalt 
no longer, then, play the Teian with time, but, 
being ignorant of the myrtle and the vine, thou 
shalt. bear about with thee thy shroud on the 
earth, as do the Moslemin at Mecea.”’ | 

‘*Morella!’’ I eried, ‘‘Morella! how knowest 
thou this?’’—but she turned away her face upon 
the pillow, and, a slight tremor coming over her 
limbs, she thus died, and I heard her voice no 
more. 

Yet, as she had foretold, her child—to which 
in dying she had given birth, which breathed 
not until the mother breathed no more—her 


MORELLA 163 


_ehild, a daughter, lived. And she grew strangely 


in stature and intellect, and was the perfect re- 
semblance of her who had departed, and I loved 
her with a love more fervent than I had believed 
it possible to feel for any denizen of earth. 

But, ere long, the heaven of this pure affection 
became darkened, and gloom, and horror, and 
grief, swept over it in clouds. I said the child 
grew strangely in stature and _ intelligence. 
Strange, indeed, was her rapid increase in bod- 
ily size—but terrible, oh! terrible were the tu- 
multuous thoughts which crowded upon me 
while watching the development of her mental 
being! Could it be otherwise, when I daily dis- 
covered in the conceptions of the child the adult 
powers and faculties of the woman?—when the 
lessons of experience fell from the lips of in- 
fancy? and when the wisdom or the passions of 
maturity I found hourly gleaming from its full 
and speculative eye? When, I say, all this be- 


-eame evident to my appalled senses—when I 


could no longer hide it from my soul, nor throw 
it off from those preceptions which trembled to 
receive it—is it to be wondered at that suspi- 
cions, of a nature fearful and exciting, crept in 
upon my spirit, or that my thoughts fell back 
aghast, upon the wild tales and thrilling theories 
of the entombed Morella? I snatched from the 
serutiny of the world a being whom destiny com- 
pelled me to adore, and in the rigorous seclusion 
of my home, watched with an agonizing anxiety 
over all which concerned the beloved. 


And, as years rolled away, and I gazed, day 
VOL. Vi. 11. 
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after day, upon her holy, and mild, and eloquent 
face, and pored over her maturing form, day, 
after day did I discover new points of resem- 
blance in the child to her mother, the melancholy 
and the dead. And, hourly, grew darker these 
shadows of similitude, and more full, and more 
definite, and more perplexing, and more hideous- 
ly terrible in their aspect. For that her smile was 
like her mother’s I could bear; but then I shud- 
dered at its too perfect identity—that her eyes 
were like Morella’s I could endure; but then they 
too often looked down into the depths of my soul 
with Morella’s own intense and bewildering 
meaning. And in the contour of the high fore- 
head, and in the ringlets of the silken hair, and 
in the wan fingers which buried themselves 
therein, and in the sad musical tones of her 
speech, and above all—oh! above all—in the 
phrases and expressions of the dead on the lips 
of the loved and the living, I found food for con- 
suming thought and horror—for a worm that 
would not die. 

Thus passed away two lustra of her life, and, 
as yet, my daughter remained nameless upon the 
earth. ‘‘My child,’’ and ‘‘my love,’’ were the 
designations usually prompted by a father’s af- 
fection, and the rigid seclusion of her days pre- 
cluded all other intercourse. Morella’s name 
died with her at her death. Of the mother I had 
never spoken to the daughter ;—it was impossible 
to speak. Indeed, during the brief period of her 
existence, the latter had received no impressions 
from the outer world, save such as might have 
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_ been afforded by the narrow limits of her pri- 
vacy. But at length the ceremony of baptism 
presented to m; mind, in its unnerved and agi- 
tated condition, a present deliverance from the 
terrors of my destiny. And at.the baptismal 
fount I hesitated for a name. And many titles 
of the wise and beautiful, of old and modern 
times, of my own and foreign lands, came throng- 
ing to my lips, with many, many fair titles of thy 
gentle and the happy, and the good. ‘What 
prompted me, then, to disturb the memory of the 

buried dead? What demon urged me to breathe 
that sound, which, in its very recollection, was 
wont to make ebb the purple blood in torrents 

_ from the temples to the heart? What fiend 

spoke from the recesses of my soul, when, amid 

those dim aisles, and in the silence of the night, I 
whispered within the ears of the holy man the 

syllables—Morella? Whut more than fiend con- 
_vulsed the features of my child, and overspread 

_ them with hues of death, as starting at that 

searcely audible sound, she turned her glassy 
eyes from the earth to heaven, and, falling pros- 
trate on the black slabs of our ancestral vault, 

- responded—‘‘I am here!’’ 

Distinct, coldly, calmly distinct, fell those few 
simple sounds within my ear, and thence like 
molten lead, rolled hissingly into my brain. 

Years—years may pass away, but the memory of 

that epoch—never! Nor was I indeed ignorant 

of the flowers and the vine—but the hemlock and 

_ the cypress overshadowed me night and day. 

And I kept no reckoning of time or place, and 
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the stars of my fate faded from heaven, and 
therefore the earth grew dark, and its figures 
passed by me, like flitting shaduws, and among 
them all I beheld only—Morella. The winds of 
the firmament breathed but one sound within 
my ears, and the ripples upon the sea murmured 
evermore—Morella. But she died; and with my 
own hands I bore her to the tomb; and I laughed 
with a long and bitter laugh as I found no traces 
of the first, in the charnel where I laid the sec- 
ond, Morella. 


THE ASSIGNATION 


[Published in the Southern Literary Messenger, July, 
1835, under the title of “The Visionary.’’] 


Stay for me there! I will not fail 
To meet thee in that hollow vale. 


(Haequy on the death of his wife, by Henry King, Bishop of 
Chichester.) 

Itu-ratEp and mysterious man !—bewildered 
in the brilliancy of thine own imagination, and 
fallen in the flames of thine own youth. Again 
in faney I behold thee! Once more thy form 
hath risen before me!—not—oh! not as thou art 
—in the cold vailey and shadow—but as thou 
shouldst be—squandering away a life of magnifi- 
cent meditation in that city of dim visions, thine 
own Venice—which is a star-beloved Elysium of 
the sea, and the wide windows of whose Palla- 
dian palaces look down with a deep and bitter 
meaning upon the secrets of her silent waters. 
Yes! I repeat it—as thou shouldst be. There are 
surely other worlds than this—other thoughts 
than the thoughts of the multitude—other specu- 
lations than the speculations of the sophist. Who 


then shall call thy conduct into question? who 
167 
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blame thee for thy visionary hours, or denounce 
those occupations as a wasting away of life, 
which were but the overflowings of thine ever- 
lasting energies? 

It was at Venice, beneath the covered archway 
there called the Ponte di Sospiri, that I met, for 
the third or fourth time the person of whom I 
speak. It is with a confused recollection that I 
bring to mind the circumstances of that meeting. 
Yet I remember—ah! how should I forget ?—the 
deep midnight, the Bridge of Sighs, the beauty 
of woman, and the Genius of Romance that 
stalked up and down the narrow canal. 

It was a night of unusual gloom. "The great 
clock of the Piazza had sounded the fifth hour of 
the Italian evening. The square of the Campa- 
nile lay silent and deserted, and the lights in the 
old Ducal Palace were dying fast away. I was 
returning home from the Piazzetta, by way of 
the Grand Canal. But as my gondola arrived 
opposite the mouth of the canal San Mareo, a fe- 
male voice from its recesses broke suddenly upon 


. the night, in one wild, hysterical, and long-con- 


tinued shrick. Startled at the sound, I sprang 
upon my feet; while the gondolier, letting slip 
his single oar, lost it in the pitehy darkness be- 
yond a chance of recovery, and we were conse- 
quently left to the guidance of the current which 
here sets from the greater into the smaller chan- 
nel. Like some huge and sable-feathered condor, 
we were slowly drifting down toward the Bridge 
of Sighs, when a thousand flambeaux flashing 
from the windows, and down the staireases of the 


THE ASSIGNATION 163 


Dueal Palace, turned all at once that deep gloom 
into a liyid and preternatural day. 

A ehild, slipping from the arms of its own 
mother, had fallen from an upper window of the 
lofty structure into the deep and dim canal. The 
quiet waters had closed placidly over their vic- 
tim; and, although my own gondola was the only 
one in sight, many a stout swimmer, already in 
the stream, was seeking in vain upon the surface, 
the tveasure which was to be found, alas! only, 
within the abyss. Upon the broad black marble 
flagstones at the entrance of the palace, and a 
few steps above the water, stood a figure which 
none who then saw can have ever since forgotten, 
It was the Marchesa Aphrodite—the adoration 
of all Venice—the gayest of the gay—the most 
lovely where all were beautiful—but still the 
young wife of the old and intriguing Mentoni, 
and the mother of that fair child, her first and 
only one, who now, deep beneath the murky wa- 
ter, was thinking in bitterness of heart upon her 
Sweet caresses, and exhausting its little life in 
struggles to call upon her name. 

_ She stood alone. Her small, bare and silvery 
feet gleamed in the black mirror of marble be- 
neath her, Her hair, not as yet more than half 
loosened for the night from its ball-room array, 
elustered, amid a shower of diamonds, round and 
round her classical head, in eurls like those of 
the young hyacinth. A snowy-white and gauze- 
like drapery seemed to be nearly the sole cover- 
ing to her delicate form; but the mid-summer 
and midnight air was hot, sullen, and still, and 
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no motion in the statue-like form itself, stirred 
even the folds of that raiment of very vapor 
which hung around it as the heavy marble hangs 
around the Niobe. Yet—strange to say‘4—her 
large lustrous eyes were not turned downward 
upon that grave wherein her brightest hope lay 
buried—but riveted in a widely different direc- 
tion! The prison of the Oid Republic is, I think, 
the stateliest building in all Venice—but how 
could that lady gaze so fixedly upon it, when be- 
neath her lay stifling, her own child? Yon dark, 
gloomy niche, too, yearns right opposite her 
chamber window—what, then, could there be in 
its shadows—in its architecture—in its ivy- 
wreathed and solemn cornices—that the Mar- 
chesa di Mentoni had not wondered at a thousand 
times before? Nonsense!—Who does not remem- 
ber that, at such a time as this, the eye, like a 
shattered mirror, multiplies the images of its sor- 
row, and sees in innumerable far-off places, the 
woe which is close at hand? 

Many steps above the Marchesa, and within 
the arch of the water-gate, stood, in full dress, 
the Satyr-like figure of Mentoni himself. He 
was occasionally oceupied in thrumming a gui- 
tar, and seemed ennuyé to the very death, as at 
intervals he gave directions for the recovery of 
his child. Stupefied and aghast, I had myself 
no power to move from the upright position I 
had assumed upon first hearing the shriek, and 
must have presented to the eyes of the agitated 
group a spectral and ominous appearance, as 
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with pale countenance and rigid limbs, I floated 
down among them in that funeral gondola. 

All efforts proved in vain. Many of the most 
energetic in the search were relaxing their ex- 
ertions, and yielding to a gloomy sorrow. There 
seemed but little hope for the child; (how much 
less than for the mother!) but now, from the 
interior of that dark niche which has been al- 
ready mentioned as forming a part of the Old 
Republican prison, and as fronting the lattice of 
the Marchesa, a figure muffled in a cloak, stepped 
out within reach of the light, and, pausing a mo- 
ment upon the verge of the giddy descent, 
plunged headlong into the canal. As, in an in, 
stant afterward, he stood with the still living 
and breathing child within his grasp, upon the 
marble flagstones by the side of the Marchesa, his 
cloak, heavy wit? the drenching water, became 
unfastened, and, falling in folds about his feet, 
discovered to the wonder-stricken spectators the 
graceful person of a very young man, with the 
sound of whose name the greater part of Europe 
was then ringing. 

No word spoke the deliverer. But the Mar- 
chesa! She will now receive her-child—she will 
press it to her heart—she will cling to its little 
form, and smother it with her caresses. Alas! 
another’s arms have taken it from the stranger— 
another’s arms have taken it away, and borne it 
afar off, unnoticed, into the palace! And the 
Marchesa! Her lip—her beautiful lip trembles; 
tears are gathering in her eyes—those eyes 
which, like Pliny’s acanthus, are ‘‘soft and al- 
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most liquid.’’ Yes! tears are gathering in those 
eyes—and see! the entire woman thrills through- 
out the soul, and the statue has started into life! 
The pallor of the marble countenance, the swell- 
ing of the marble bosom, the very purity of the 
marble feet, we behold suddenly flushed over 
with a tide of ungovernable crimson; and a slight 
shudder quivers about her delicate frame, as a 
gentle air at Napoli about the rich silver lilies in 
the grass. 

Why should that lady blush. To this demand 
there is no answer—except that, having left, in 
the eager haste and terror of a mother’s heart, 
the privacy of her own boudoir, she has neglect- 
ed to enthral her tiny feet in their slippers, and 
utterly forgotten to throw over her Venetian 
shoulders that drapery which is their due. What 
other possible reason could th*re have been for 
her so blushing?—for the glance of those wild 
appealing eyes?—for the unusual tumult of that 
throbbing bosom?—for the convulsive pressure 
of that trembling hand ?—that hand which fell, 
as Mentoni turned into the palace, aceidentally, 
upon the hand of the stranger. - What reason 
could there have been for the low—the singular- 
ly low tone of those unmeaning words which the 
lady uttered hurriedly in bidding him adieu? 
‘‘Thou hast conquered,’’ she said, or the mur- 
murs of the water deceived me; ‘‘thou hast con- 
quered—one hour after sunrise—we shall meet— 
so let it be!’’ 
% % * * & * * 


The tumult had subsided, the lights had died 
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away within the palace, and the stranger, whom 
I now recognized, stood alone upon the flags. He 
shook with inconceivable agitation, and his eye 
glanced around in search of a gondola. I could 
not do less than offer him the service of my own; 
and he accepted the civility. Having obtained 
an oar at the water-gate, we proceeded together 
to his residence, while he rapidly recovered his 
self-possession, and spoke of our former slight 
acquaintance in terms of great apparent cor- 
diality. 

There are some subjects upon which I take 
pleasure in being minute. The person of the 
stranger—let me call him by this title, who to 
all the world was still a stranger—the person of 
the stranger is one of these subjects. In height 
he might have been below rather than above the 
medium size: although there were moments of 
intense passion when his frame actually expand- 
ed and belied the assertion. The light, almost 
slender symmetry of his figure promised more of 
that ready activity which he had evinced at the 
Bridge of Sighs, than of that Herculean strength 
which he has been known to wield withov* an ef- 
fort, upon occasions of more dangerous emer- 
gency. With the mouth and chin of a deity— 
singular, wild, full, liquid eyes, whose shadows 
varied from pure hazel to intense and brilliant 
jet—and a profusion of curling, black hair, from 
which a forehead of unusual breadth gleamed 
forth at intervals all light and ivory—his were 
features than which I have seen none more elas- 
sically regular, except, perhaps, the marble ones 
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of the Emperor Commodus. Yet his counte- — 
nance was, nevertheless, one of those which all 
men have seen at some period of their lives, and 
have never afterward seen again. It had no pe- 
culiar, it had no settled predominant expression 
to be fastened upon the memory; a countenance 
seen and instantly forgotten, but forgotten with 
a vague and never-ceasing desire of recalling it 
to mind. Not that the spirit of each rapid pas- 
sion failed, at any time, to throw its own distinet 
image upon the mirror of that face—but that the 
mirror, nuirror-like, retained no vestige of the 
passion, when the passion had departed. 

Upon leaving him on the night of our adven- 
ture, he solicited me, in what I thought an urgent 
manner, to call upon him very early the next 
morning. Shortly after sunrise, I found myself 
accordingly at his Palazzo, one of those huge 
structures of gloomy yet fantastic pomp, which 
tower above the waters of the Grand Canal in 
the vicinity of the Rialto. I was shown up a 
broad winding staircase of mosaics, into an apart-. 
ment whose unparalleled splendor burst through 
the opening door with an actual glare, making 
me blind and dizzy with luxuriousness. 

I knew my acquaintance to be wealthy. Re- 
port had spoken of his possessions in terms which 
I had even ventured to call terms of ridiculous 
exaggeration. But as I gazed about me, I could © 
not bring myself to believe that the wealth of 
any subject in Europe could have supplied the 
princely magnificence which burned and blazed 
around. 
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Although, as I say, the sun had arisen, yet the 
room was still brilliantly lighted up. I judge 
from this circumstance, as well as from an air 
of exhaustion in the countenance of my friend, 
that he had not retired to bed during the whole 
of the preceding night. In the architecture and 
embellishments of the chamber, the evident de- 
sign had been to dazzle and astound. Little at- 
tention had been paid to the decora of what is 
technically called keeping, or to the proprieties 
of nationality. The eye wandered from object to 

' object, and rested upon none—neither the gro- 
tesques of the Greek painters, nor the sculptures 
of the best Italian days, nor the huge carvings 
of untutored Egypt. Rich araperies in every 
part of the room trembled to the vibration of 
low, melancholy music, whose origin was not to 
be discovered. The senses were oppressed by 
mingled and conflicting perfumes, reeking up 
from strange convolute censers, together with 
multitudinous flaring and flickering tongues of 
vmerald and violet fire. The rays of the newly 
risen sun poured in upon the whole, through win- 
dows, formed each of a single pane of crimson- 
tinted glass. Glancing to and fro, in a thousand 
reflections, from curtains which rolled from their 
cornices like cataracts of molten silver, the beams 
of natural glory mingled at length fitfully with 
the artificial light, and lay weltering in subdued 
masses upon a carpet of rich, liquid-looking cloth 
of Chili gold. 

‘Ha! ha! hal—ha! ha! ha! ’’*—langhed the 
proprietor, motioning me to a seat as I entered 
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the room, and throwing himself back at full. 
length upon an ottoman. ‘‘ I see,’’ said he, per- 
ceiving that I could not immediately reconcile 
myself to the bienséance of so singular a wel- 
come,—‘‘ I see you are astonished at my apart- 
ment—at my statues—my pietures—my origi- 
nality of econeeption in architecture and uphol- 
stery! absolutely drunk, eh, with my magnifi- 
cence? But pardon me, my dear sir; (here his 
tone of voice dropped to the very spirit of cor- 
diality,) pardon me for my uncharitable laugh- 
ter. You appeared so utterly astonished. Be- 
sides, some things are so completely ludicrous, 
that a man must laugh, or die. To die laughing 
must be the most zlorious of all glorious deaths! 
Sir Thomas More—a very fine man was Sir 
Thomas More—Sir Thomas More died laughing, 
you remember. Also in the ‘ Absurdities’ of — 
Ravisius Textor, there is a long list of characters 

who came to the same magnificent end. Do you 
know, however,’’ continued he, musingly, ‘* that 
at Sparta (which is now Paleochori), at Sparta, 
I say, to the west of the citadel, among a chaos 
of searcely visible ruins, is a kind of socle, upon 
which are still legible the lettersAASM. They 
are undoubtedly part of IEAASMA. Now, at 
Sparta were a thousand temples and shrines to a 
thousand different divinities. How exceedingly 
strange that the altar of Laughter should have 
survived all the others! But in the present in- 
stance,’’ he resumed, with a singular alteration 
of voice and manner, ‘‘I have no right to be 
merry at your expense. You might well have 
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been amazed. Hurope cannot produce any thing 
so fine as this, my little regal cabinet. My other 
apartments are by no means of the same order 
—mere ultras of fashionable insipidity. This is 
better than fashion—is it not? Yet this has but 
to be seen to become the rage—that is, with those 
who could afford it at the cost of their entire 
patrimony. I have guarded, however, against 
any such profanation. With one exception, you 
are the only human being, besides myself and my 
valet, who has been admitted within the myster- 
ies of these imperial precincts, since they have 
been bedizened as you see! ”’ 

I bowed in acknowledgment—for the overpow- 
ering sense of splendor and perfume and music, 
together with the unexpected eccentricity of his 
address and manner, prevented me from express- 
ing, in words, my appreciation of what I might 
haye construed into a compliment. 

‘‘Here,’”’ he resumed, arising and leaning on 
my arm as he sauntered around the apartment, 
“here are paintings from the Greeks to Cima- 
bue, and from Cimabue to the present hour. 
Many are chosen, as you see, with little deference 
to the opinions ‘of Virtt. They are all, however, 
fitting tapestry for a chamber such as this. Here, 
too, are some chefs-d’euvre of the unknown 
great; and here, unfinished designs by men, cele- 
brated in their day, whose very names the per- 
Spicacity of the academies has left to silence and 
to me. What think you,’’ said he, turning 
abruptly as he spoke,—‘‘ what think you of this 
Madonna della Pieta? ”’ 
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“Tt is Guido’s own!’’ I said, with all the en- 
thusiasm of my nature, for I had been poring 
intently over its surpassing loveliness. “It is 
Guido’s own!—how could you have obtained it? 
she is undoubtedly in painting what Venus is is 
sculpture. ’’ 

‘* Ha!’’ said he, thoughtfully, “‘the Vena! 
—-the beautiful Venus?—the Venus of the 
Medici?—she of the diminutive head and the 
gilded hair? Part of the left arm [here his voice 
dropped so as to be heard with difficulty], and 
all the right, are restorations, and in the co- 


quetry of that right arm lies, I think, the quin- — 


tessence of all affectation. Give me the Canova! 
The Apollo, too, is a copy—there can be no doubt 
of it—blind fool that I am, who cannot behold . 
the boasted inspiration of the Apollo! I cannot 
help—pity me!—I cannot help preferring the 
Antinous. Was it not Socrates who said that the 
statuary found his statue in the block of marble? 
Then Michael Angelo was by no means original 
in his ecouplet— 


‘Non ha V’ottimo artista alcun concetto 
Che un marmo solo in se non circunscriva.’ ” 


It has been, or should be remarked, that, in 
the manner of the true gentleman, we are always ~ 
aware of a difference from the bearing of the 
vulgar, without being at once precisely able to 
determine in what such difference consists. AL | 
lowing the remark to have applied in its full 
force to the outward demeanor of my acquaint- 
ance, I felt it, on that eventful morning, still 
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more fully applicable to his moral temperament 
and character. Nor can I better define that pe- 
culiarity of spirit which seemed to place him so 
essentially apart from all other human beings, 
than by calling it a habit of intense and con- 
tinual thought, pervading even his most trivial 
actions—intruding upon his moments of dalli- 
an¢e—and interweaving itself with his very 
flashes of merriment—like adders which writhe 
from out the eyes of grinning masks in the cor- 
nices around the temples of Persepolis. 

I could not help, however, repeatedly observ- 
ing, through the mingled tone of levity and 
solemnity with which he rapidly descanted upon 
matters of little importance, a certain air of 
trepidation—a, degree of nervous wnction in ac- 
tion and in speech—an unquiet excitability of 
manner which appeared to me at all times un- 
accountable, and upon some occasions even filled 
me with alarm. Frequently, too, pausing in the 
middle of a s*ntence whose commencement he 
had apparently forgotten, he seemed to be lis- 
tening in the deepest attention, as if either in 
momentary expectation of a visitor, or to sounds 
which must have had existence in his imagina- 
tion alone. 

It was during one of hese reveries or pauses 
of apparent abstraction, that, in turning over 
a page of the poet and scholar Politian’s beau- 
tiful tragedy, ‘‘ The Orfeo ’’ (the first native 
Italian tragedy), which lay near me upon an 
ottoman, I discovered a passage underlined in 
pencil. It was a passage toward the end of the 
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third act—a passage of the most heart-stirring 
excitement—a passage which, although tainted 
with impurity, no man shall read without a thrill 
of novel emotion—no woman without a sigh. The 
whole page was blotted with fresh tears; and, 
upon the opposite interleaf, were the following 
English lines, written in a hand so very different 
from the peculiar characters of my acquaintance, 


that I had some difficulty in recognizing it as 
his own: 


Thou wast that all to me, love, 
For which my soul did pine— 

A green isle in the sea, love, 
A fountain and a shrine, 

All wreathed with fairy fruits and flowers; 
And all the flowers were mine. 


Ah, dream too bright to last! 

Akh, starry Hope, that didst arise 
But to be overcast! 

A voice from out the Future cries, 
** Onward! ’’—but o’er the Past u 

(Dim gulf!) my spirit hovering Hee, 
Mute—motionless—aghast ! 


For alas! alas! with me 

The light of life is o’er. 

**No more—no more—no more,” 
{Such language holds the solemn sss 
To the sands upon the shore,) 

Shall bloom the thunder-blasted tree, 
Or the stricken eagle soar! 


Now all my hours are trances; 
And all my nightly dreams 

Are where the dark eye glances, 
And where thy footstep gleams 

In what ethereal dances, 
By what Italian streams. 


Alas! for that aceursed time 
They bore thee o’er the billow, 

From Love to titled age and crime, 
And an unholy pillow !— 

From me, and from our. misty clime, 
Where weeps the silver willow! 
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That these lines were written in English—a 
Yanguage with which I had not believed their 
author acquainted—afforded me little matter for 
surprise. I was too well aware of the extent of 
his acquirements, and of the singuiar pleasure he 
took in concealing them from observation, to be 
astonished at any similar discovery; but the 
place of date, I must confess, occasioned me no 
little amazement. It had been originally London, 
and afterward carefully overseored—not, how- 
ever, so effectually as to conceal the word from 
a scrutinizing eye. I say, this occasioned me no 
little amazement; for I well remember that, in 
a former conversation with my friend, I particu- 
_ larly inquired if he had at any time met in Lon- 

-don the Marchesa di Mentoni (who for some 
- years previous to her marriage had resided in 
that city), when his answer, if 1 mistake not, 
gave me to understand that he had never visited 
the metropolis of Great Britain. I might as well 
here mention, that I have more than once heard, 
(without, of course, giving credit to a report in- 
volving so many improbabilities,) that the person 
of whom I speak, was not only by birth, but in 
educction, an Englishman, 


* * aa (Ie ea % = 


** There is one painting,’’ said he, without be- 
ing aware of my notice of the tragedy,— ty there 
is still one painting which you have not seen.’ 
And throwing aside a drapery, he discovered a 
full-length portrait of the Marchesa Aphrodite. 

Human art could have done no more in the de- 
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lineation of her superhuman beauty. The same 
ethereal figure which stood before me the preced- 
ing night upon the steps of the Ducal Palace, 
stood before me once again. . But in the expres- 
sion of the countenance, which was beaming all 
over with smiles, there still lurked (incomprehen- 
sible anomaly!) that fitful stain of melancholy 
which will ever be found inseparable from the 
perfection of the beautiful. Her right arm lay 
folded over her bosom. With her left she pointed 
downward to a curiously fashioned vase. One 
small, fairy foot, alone visible, barely touched the 
earth; and, scarcely discernible in the brilliant 
atmosphere which seemed to encirele and en- 
shrine her loveliness, floated a pair of the most 
delicately imagined wings. My glance fell from 
the painting to the figure of my friend, and the 
vigorous word: of Chapman’s Bussy D’Ambois, 
quivered instinctively upon my lips: 


“He is wu 
There like a Roman statue! He ae stand 
Till Death hath made him marble 


“* Come,’’ he said at length, turning torvard 
a table of richly enamelled and massive silver, 
upon which were a few goblets fantastically 
stained, together with two large Etruscan vases, 
fashioned in the same extraordinary model as 
that in the foreground of the portrait, and filled 
with what I supposed to be Johannisberger. 
‘* Come,’’ he said, abruptly, ‘‘ let us drink! It 
is eariy—but let us drink. It is indeed early,’’ 
he continued, musingly, as a cherub with a heavy | 
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golden hammer made the apartment ring with 
the first hour after sunrise: ‘‘It is indeed early 
—hbut what matters it? let us drink! Let us pour 
out an offering to yon solemn sun which these 
gaudy lamps and censers are so eager to sub- 
due!’’ And having made me pledge him in a 
bumper, he swallowed in rapid succession several 
goblets of the wine. 

“*To dream,’’ he continued, resuming the tone 
of his desultory conversation, as he held up to 
the rich light of a censer one of the magnificent 
vases—‘‘to dream has been the business of my 
life. I have therefore framed for myself, as you 
see, a bower of dreams. In the heart of Venice 
could I have erected a better? You behold 
around you, it is true, a medley of architectural 
embellishments. The chastity of Ionia is offended 
by antediluvian devices, and the sphynxes of 
Egypt are outstretched upon earpets of gold. 
Yet the effect is incongruous to the timid alone. 
Properties of place, and especially of time, are 
the bugbears which terrify mankind from the 
contemplation of the magnificent. Once I was 
myself a decorist; but that sublimation of folly 
has palled upon my soul. All this is now the 
fitter for my purpose. Like these arabesque cen- 
sers, my spirit is writhing in fire, and the de- 
lirium of this scene is fashioning me for the 
wilder visions of that land of real dreams whither 
I am now rapidly departing.’’ He here paused 
abruptly, bent his head to his bosom, and seemed 
to listen to a sound which I could not hear. At 
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length, erecting his frame, he looked upwards, 
and ejaculated the lines of the Bishop of Chi- 
chester: 


“ Stay for me there! I will not fot, 
To meet thee in that holiow vale. 


In the next instant, confessing the power of the 
wine, he threw himself at full length upon an 
ottoman, 

A quick step was now heard upon the stair- 
ease, and a loud knock at the door rapidly sue- 
ceeded. I was hastening to anticipate a seeond 
disturbance, when a page of Mentoni’s household 
burst into the room, and faltered out, in a voiee 
choking with emotion, the imeoherent words, 
‘*My mistress!—my mistress! — Poisoned !— 
poisoned! Oh, beautiful—oh, beautiful Aphro- 
dite! ’’ 

Bewildered, I fiew to the ottoman, and endeav- 
ored to arouse the sleeper to a sense of the start- | 
ling intelligence. But his limbs were rigid— 
his lips were livid—his lately beaming eyes were 
riveted in death. I staggered back toward the 
table—my hand fell upon a cracked and black- — 
ened goblet—and a consciousness of the entire 
aud terrible truth flashed suddenly over my soul. 


THE OVAL PORTRAIT 


{Published in Graham’s Magazine, April, 1842.] 


_ THe chateau into which my valet had ven 
tured to make forcible entrance, rather than 
permit me, in my desperately wounded condi- | 
ion, to pass a night in the open air, was one 
of those piles of commingled gloom and gran- 
deur which have so long frowned among the 
Appennines, not less in fact than in the faney 
of Mrs. Radcliffe. To all appearance it had been 
temporarily and very lately abandoned. We es- 
tablished ourselves in one of the smallest and 
least sumptuously furnished epartments. Ik ‘ay 
‘in a remote turret of the building. Its decora- 
tions were rich, yet tattered and antique. Its 
walls were hung with tapestry and bedecked 
with manifold and multiform armorial trophies, 
together with an unusually great number of very 
spirited modern paintings in frames of. rich 
golden arabesque. In these paintings, which de- 
pended from the walls not only in their main 
surfaces, but in very many nooks which the bi- 
azarre architecture of the chateau rendered neces- 
sary—in these paintings my incipient delirium, 
195 
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perhaps, had caused me to take deep interest; 
so that I bade Pedro to close the heavy shutters 
of the room—since it was already night,—to 
light the tongues of the tall candelabrum which 
stood by the head of the bed, and to throw open 
far and wide the fringed curtains of black velvet 
which enveloped the bed itself. I wished all this 
done that I might resign myself, if not to sleep, 
at least alternately to the contemplation of these 
pictures, and the perusal of a small volume which 
had been found upon the pillow, and which pur- 
ported to criticise and describe them. 

Long, long I read—and devoutly, devoutedly I 
gazed. Rapidly and gloriously the hours fiew 
by and the deep midnight came. The position 
of the candelabrum displeased me, and outreach- 
ing my hand with difficulty, rather than disturb 
my slumbering valet, I placed it so as to throw 
its rays more fully upon the book. 3 

But the action produced an effect altogether 
unanticipated. The rays of the numerous can- 
dles (for there were many) now fell within a 
niche of the room which had hitherto been 
thrown into deep shade by one of the bed-posts. — 
I thus saw in vivid light a picture all unnoticed 
before. It was the portrait of a young girl just — 
ripening into womanhood. I glanced at the 
painting hurriedly, and then closed my eyes. 
Why I did this was not at first apparent even to 
my own perception. But while my lids re- 
mained thus shut, I ran over in mind my reason — 
for so shutting them. It was an impulsive move- — 
ment to gain time for thought—to make sure — 
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that my vision had not deceived me—to calm and 
subdue my fancy for a more sober and more cer- 
tain gaze. In a very few moments I again 
looked fixedly at the painting. 

That I now saw aright I could not and would 
not doubt; for the first flashing of the candles 
upon that canvas had seemed to dissipate the 
dreamy stupor which was stealing over my 
es and to startle me at once into waking 
life. 

The portrait, I have already said, was that of 
a young girl. It was a mere head and shoulders, 
done in what is technically termed a vignette 
manner ; much in the style of the favorite heads 
of Sully. The arms, the bosom, and even the 
ends of the radiant hair melted imperceptibly 
into the vague yet deep shadow which formed 
the background of the whole. The frame was 
oval, richly gilded and filagreed in Moresque. 
As a thing of art nothing could be more admir- 
able than the painting itself. But it could have 
been neither the execution of the work, nor the 
immortal beauty of the countenance, which had 
so suddenly and so vehemently moved me. Least 
of all, could it have been that my fancy, shaken 
from its half slumber, had mistaken the head for 
that of a living person. I saw at once that the 
peculiarities of the design, of the vignetting, and 
of the frame, must have instantly dispelled such 
idea—must have prevented even its momentary 
entertainment. Thinking earnestly upon these 
points, I remained, for an hour perhaps, half 
sitting, half reclining, with my vision riveted 
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upon the portrait. At length, satisfied with the 
true secret of its effect, I fell back within the bed, — 
T had found the spell of the picture in an abso- 
lute life-likeliness of expression, which, at first 
startling, finally confounded, subdued, and ap- 
palled me. With deep and reverent awe I re- 
placed the candelabrum in its former position. 
The cause of my deep agitation being thus shut 
from view, I sought eagerly the volume which 
discussed the paintings and their histories. 
Turning to the number which designated the oval 
portrait, I there read the vague and quaint words 
which follow: 


She was a maiden of rarest beauty, and not more 
lovely than full of glee. And evil was the hour when 
she saw, and loved, and wedded the painter. He, pas- 
sionate, studious, austere, and having already a bride 
in his Art: she a maiden of rarest beauty, and not 
more lovely than full of glee; all light and smiles, and 
frolicsome as the young fawn; . loving and cherishing 
all things; hating only the Art which was her rival; 
dreading only the pallet and brushes and other un- 
toward instruments which deprived her of the counte- 
nance of her lover. It was thus a terrible thing for 
this lady to hear the painter speak of his desire to por- 
tray even his young bride. But she was humble and 
obedient, and sat meekly for many weeks in the dark 
high turret-chamber where the light dripped upon the 
pale canvas only from overhead. But he, the painter, 
took glory in his work, which went on from hour to 
hour, and from day to day. And he was a passionate, 
and wild, and moody man, who became lost in reveries; 
so that he would not see that the light which fell so 
ghastly in that lone turret withered the health and the 
spirits of his bride, who pined visibly to all but him. 
Yet she smiled on and still on, uncomplainingly. be-_ 
cause she saw that the painter (who had high renown) . 
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took a fervid and burning pleasure in his task, and 
wrought day and night to depict her who so loved him, 
yet who grew daily more dispirited and weak. And in 
sooth some who beheld the portrait spoke of its resem- 
blance in low words, as of a mighty marvel, and a proof 
not less of the power of the painter than of his deep 
love for her whom he depicted so surpassingly well. 
But at length, as the labor drew nearer to its conclu- 
sion, there were admitted none into the turret; for the 
painter had grown wild with the ardor of his work, and 
turned his eyes from the canvas rarely, even to regard 
the countenance of his wife. And he would not see that 
the tints which he spread upon the canvas were drawn 
from the cheeks of her who sat beside him. And when 
many weeks had passed, and but little remained to do, 
save one brush upon the mouth and one tint upon the 
eye, the spirit of the lady again flickered up as the 
flame within the socket of the lamp. And then the 
brush was given, and then the tint was placed; and, 
for one moment, the painter stood entranced before the 
work which he had wrought; but in the next, while he 
yet gazed, he grew tremulous and very pallid, and 
aghast, and crying with a loud voice, ‘This is indeed 
Life itself!’ turned suddenly to regard his beloved:— 
She was dead!” 


SHADOW—A PARABLE 


[Published in the Southern Literary Messenger, Sep- 
tember, 1835. | 


Yea! though I walk through the vaney, of the Shadow. 
—Psalm of David. 


YE who read are still among the living; but 
I who write shall have long since gone my way 
into the region of shadows. For indeed strange 
things shall happen, and secret things be 
known, and many centuries shall pass away, ere 
these memorials be seen of men. And, when 
seen, there will be some to disbelieve, and some 
to doubt, and yet a few who will find much to 
ponder upon in the character here graven with a 
stylus of iron, 

The year had been a year of terror, and of 
feelings more intense than terror for which there 
is no name upon the earth. For many prodigies © 
and signs had taken place, and far and wide, 
over sea and land, the black wings of the Pesti- 
lenee were spread abroad. To those, neverthe- 
less, cunning in the stars, it was not unknown 
that the heavens wore an aspect of ill; and to 
me, the Greek Oinos, among others, it was evi- 
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dent that now had arrived the alternation of that 
seven hundred and ninety-fourth year when, at 
the entrance of Aries, the planet Jupiter is con- 
joined with the red ring of the terrible Saturnus. 
The peculiar spirit of the skies, if I mistake not 
greatly, made itself manifest, not only in the 
physical orb of the earth, but in the souls, imagi- 
nations, and meditations of mankind. 

Over some flasks of the red Chian wine, within 
the walls of a noble hall, in a dim city called 
Ptolemais, we sat, at night, a company of seven. 
And to our chamber therc was no entrance save 
by a lofty door of brass: and the door was fash- 
ioned by the artisan Corinnos, and, being of rare 
workmanship, was fastened from within. Black 
draperies, likewise, in the gloomy room, shut out 
from our view the moon, the lurid stars, and the 
peopleless stre>ts—but the boding and the mem- 
ory of Eyil, they would not be so excluded. 
There were things around us and about of which 
I can render no distinct account—things mate- 
rial and spiritual—heaviness in the atmosphere 
—a sense of suffocation—anxiety—and, above 
all, that terrible state of existence which the ner- 
vous experience when the senses are keenly living 
and awake, and meanwhile the powers of thought 
lie dormant. A dead weight hung upon us. It 
hung upon our limbs—upon the household furni- 
ture—upon the goblets from which we drank; 
and all things were) depressed, and borne. down 
thereby—all things save only the flames of the 
seven iron lamps which illuminated our revel. 
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Uprearing themselves in tall slender lines of 
light, they thus remained burning all pallid and 
motionless; and in the mirror which their lustre) 
formed upon the round table of ebony at which 
we sat, each of us there assembled beheld the 
pallor of his own countenance, and the unquiet 
glare in the downeast eyes of his companions. 
Yet we laughed and were merry in our proper 
way—which was hysterical; and sang the songs 
of Anacreon—which are madness; and drank 
deeply—although the purple wine reminded us” 
of blood. For there was yet another tenant of 
our chamber in the person of young Zoilus. 
Dead, and at full length he lay, enshrouded; 
the genius and the demon of the scene. Alas! 
he bore no portion in our mirth, save that his 
countenance, distorted with the plague, and his 
eyes, in which Death had but haif extinguished 
the fire of the pestilence, seemed to take such 
interest in our merriment as the dead may haply 
take in the merriment of those who are to die. 
But although I, Oinos, felt that the eyes of the 
departed were upon me, still I foreed myself 
not to perceive the bitterness of their expression, 
and gazing down steadily into the depths of the’ 
ebony mirror, sang with a loud and sonorous 
voice the songs of the son of Teios. But gradu- 
ally my songs they ceased, and their echoes, roll- 
ing afar off among the sable draperies of the 
chamber, became weak, and undistinguishable, 
and so faded away. And lo! from among those 
sable draperies where the sounds of the song de- | 
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parted, there came forth a dark and undefined 
shadow—a shadow such as the moon, when low 
in heaven, might fashion from the figure of a 
man: but it was the shadow neither of man nor 
of God, nor of any familiar thing. And quiver- 
ing awhile among the draperies of the room, it 
at length rested in full view upon the surface of 
the door of brass. But the shadow was vague, 
and formless, and indefinite, and was the shadow 
neither of man nor God—neither God of Greece, 
nor God of Chaldea, nor any Egyptian God. 
And the shadow rested upon the brazen door- 
way, and under the arch of the entablature of 
the door, and moved not, nor spoke any word, 
but there became stationary and remained. And 
the door whereupon the shadow rested was, if I 
remember aright, over against the feet of the 
young Zoilus enshrouded. But we, the seven 
there assembled, having seen the shadow as it 
came out from among the draperies, dared not 
steadily behold it, but cast down our eyes, and 
gazed continually into the depths of the mirror 
of ebony. And at length I, Oinos, speaking some 
low words, demanded of the shadow its dwelling 
and its appeliation. And the shadow answered, 
“T am SHADOW, and my dwelling is near to 
the Catacombs of Ptolemais, and hard by those 
dim plains of Helusion which border upon the 
foul Charonian ecanal.’’ And then did we, the 
seven, start from our seats in horror, and stand 
trembling, and shuddering, and aghast, for the 
tones in the voice of the shadow were not the 
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tones of any one being, but of a multitude of be- 
ings, and, varying in their cadences from 
syllable to syllable, fell duskly upon our ears in 
the well-remembered and familiar accents of 
many thousand departed friends. 
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